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For the husband is the head of the wife as Christ is the head of the church…Ephesians 
5:23       
 
                 ********** 
  






   Angela had long abandoned the expectation of the arrival of Prince  
 
Charming, but occasional daydreams found her reclining on a pink sandy beach  
 
body-locked with a bronze, chiseled, lover of distinction. Michael, who worked in  
 
the same office building with her, came very close to the man in her fantasies.  He  
 
was different from the other important men in her life. He possessed an inner core  
 
that showed in his thoughtful actions. He was honest, responsible in every area of  
 
his life and mature beyond his years.  He was certain that he wanted to spend his  
 
life with Angela and would make whatever sacrifice necessary.   
 
This time she slowed the pace of the relationship to avoid moving too fast  
 
as she had done in the past.  After two years of dating, Michael whisked her off to  
 
Bermuda, trying to impress her with his charms.  As she lie daydreaming in the  
 
hot Bermuda sun, Michael gently rubbed shea butter lotion on her neck, back and  
 
the soles of her feet.   
 
Pale blue tinged clouds formed the images of sand castles in the sky that  
 
allowed the sun to brilliantly peak through made this a perfect day.  An ocean of  
 
sparkling blue water, sporting a rainbow way in the distance, created a sense of  
 
impenetrable serenity. The soft pink sand, heated by the sun‟s glare made a  
 
perfect companion for the corals and reefs that decorated the rocky coastline.   
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This is a beautiful place, and the company is delightful, but not enough to  
 
quiet my mind. I should not have come.  All men start out great, but end up falling  
 
short. At least the ones I have dealt with.  Am I doing it again?  Am I falling in  
 
love for all the wrong reasons?  It might not be too late to get out now.  Angela  
 
thought to herself.   
 
Her first love, Damian Martin, was intelligent, bronze, chiseled, and  
 
sizzling. He was also deceitful.  It was just two years after Luther‟s death that she  
 
met Damien, and she vowed that she would never let herself be taken in the way  
 
she was with Luther, the soldier.   Luther, who was shipped off to Vietnam,  
 
appealed to her innocence. She met Damian one dark, rainy evening in late  
 
November at a bus stop on her way home after a long hard day at work.    
 
Mr. Kantor, her boss at Arlan Realty, crunched the numbers and sales  
 
were not where they should have been.  He called an emergency meeting about a  
 
month ago and shared with the staff that if sales did not pick up within a month or  
 
so, he was going to have to lay off some workers and that mostly meant the junior  
 
brokers.  Now a month later and sales were still not up.  The market was always  
 
in a state of flux and tensions ran high.  Tomorrow could bring good or bad news.  
 
But, tonight she was going home to take a long bubble bath and settle in with a  
 
good book.   
 
On the way home Angela buried herself in the newspaper looking for  
 
other job offers while standing at the bus stop when Damien made himself known.  









Angela attended an all girls‟ high school in Manhattan in the 70s.  A  
 
school full of girls who learned what they knew about men from Cosmopolitan  
 
Magazine.  They did not hesitate to pass on misinformation.  The most popular  
 
girls, of which Angela was not, in school said that prom night was the night when  
 
girls lose their “cherry.”  On the night of Angela‟s high school prom, a few  
 
months before her eighteenth birthday, she and her prom date, Luther, contrary to  
 
her religious upbringing, were tempted.   
 
Luther was about to go to Vietnam, and he wanted something to remember  
 
her by; something more precious than a picture and the memory more lasting and  
 
valuable to her.  This would be something he could hang on for while in the  
 
jungle fighting the enemy.  The Vietnam War was a blight on American history  
 
that extended from 1950 to 1974.  Growing sentiment in the country was anti- 
 
Vietnam war, but America was already committed.  
 
This was 1972, and America was still sending these innocent young boys  
 
like Luther, filled with patriotic spirit and false bravado to a land filled with  
 
people who did not look like them, did not understand or care about their purpose  
 
for being there and who were determined to kill them.    
 
She did not know Luther that well, but she was getting to know him better.   
 
She had spoken to him a number of times at church and had gone on a few dates  
 
with him to the movies. He always held the door and insisted on paying her way  
 
even though she offered to pay.  They held hands as they sat watching the movie  
 
and eating popcorn.   Her father was quite fond of Luther.  He liked the way  
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Luther carried himself; polite, always neat, clean cut, and respectful.  He also  
 
admired Luther‟s convictions about serving his country. 
 
Luther lived with his parents in the same neighborhood as Angela.  When  
 
she would see him on the avenue, he was polite and always told her how nice she  
 
looked. He always seemed to run into Angela, even though the building he lived  
 
in was two blocks over.  How he managed that Angela didn‟t know.  She found it  
 
sweet that he did.  She sensed that he was attracted to her.  It did not surprise her  
 
when he asked to be her date for her high school prom.    
 
Luther was two years older than Angela, and had recently been drafted  
 
into the army.  After six weeks of basic training, he was transformed from a boy  
 
to a man. He returned home with confidence in his speech and more upright in  
 
stature.  He looked so strong and handsome in his uniform; standing erect at 6‟2  
 
inches, hazel eyes, honey brown complexion, and with good hair.  Black folks  
 
called good hair the kind that does not need a perm; naturally curly.   
 
He totally bought into the American dream.  You could almost predict his  
 
future.   He would become a war hero, return home, go to college on the G. I. Bill,  
 
get married, buy a house with a picket fence, and raise a family consisting of 2 1/2  
 
children.  Later, he would enter the field of politics.  She couldn‟t help but be  
 
attracted to him.   I like Luther, I wonder if God would understand if I gave him  
 
something to remember me by, she pondered.  She thought of her father, and  
 
immediately dismissed the thought.  
 
 Luther approached Angela‟s door on the night of the prom, looking quite  
 
handsome in his U.S. Army uniform complete with hat in hand as if he were  
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about to salute.  As he rang the bell, he hoped Angela‟s father could not read his  
 
thoughts.  Mr. Pendleton, a former army man and the recipient of a purple heart  
 
for bravery, respected Luther because he was serving his country and he did not  
 
have a reputation in the neighborhood.  World War II veterans took exceptional  
 
pride in their loyalty and dedication to preserving the American way of life.   
 
“Good evening Sir,” Luther respectfully addressed Mr. Pendleton.   
 
“Good evening, young man.  I am honored to have you escort my daughter  
 
to the prom.  America can use more good men like yourself,” Mr. Pendleton said.   
 
“Thank you Sir,” Luther responded.   
 
“Good evening, Ma‟am,” Luther addressed Mrs. Pendleton.   
 
“Good evening Luther.  You are looking quite handsome,” Mrs. Pendleton  
 
said as she reached for the camera.   
 
“Thank you Ma‟am,” Luther responded.   
 
Mrs. Pendleton stood 5‟4” with short, naturally curly jet black hair.  Her  
 
warm motherly demeanor was comforting to anyone who entered her presence.   
 
She appeared subservient to her husband, but she was in control of the household.   
 
Mr. Pendleton joked with his buddies that his wife had a secret weapon that kept  
 
him in line.  They wondered if it was her medium brown face with attractive  
 
features, her love for him, her humility, or her ample hips.  Mr. Pendleton would  
 
only smile, signaling that he was blessed to be her husband.  
 
“Angela, hurry up, your date is waiting,” Mrs. Pendleton called to Angela  
 
who was finishing her look in the room.   
 
“I‟ll be right out,” Angela said.  
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As Angela entered the room, Luther had to remember to breathe as his  
 
eyes inhaled the sight of Angela‟s natural beauty.  Her flawless copper tone skin  
 
and beautiful light brown eyes with long black lashes needed no makeup.  She  
 
possessed the sexy ample lips of her ancestors and they were delicately painted in  
 
a shade of red to match her gown.  She glided across the room toward her date  
 
unaware of the spell her voluptuous form was casting on Luther.    
 
“You look stunning, Angela,” Luther said as Angela entered the living  
 
room.   
 
Luther presented Angela with a three-rose (two red and one white with a  
 
sprinkle of gold in the middle) wrist corsage that matched her rose colored full  
 
length gown.  She lifted her right wrist as he slipped on the corsage.   
 
“Angela, move next to Luther.  Let me take a picture,” Her mother said. 
 
“Take care of my little girl, son,”  Mr. Pendleton, instructed as they got  
 
into a cab to go to the prom.   
 
“You can count on it sir,” replied Luther. 
 
“They make such a beautiful couple.” Angela‟s mom beamed as she and  
 




“Your parents are cool,” Luther said, as he held the cab door for her.   
 
 “They‟re alright,” she responded.   
 
 “Angela, I know we have only been talking for a little while, but you do  
 
like me, right?” Luther said, almost pleading. 
 
 “Yes, you know I like you.” 
 7 
 
 “Before the night really begins, I just want to put this out there.  I am  
 
about to be shipped off to Nam, I mean Vietnam, and I don‟t know if I will make  
 
it back,” he said.   
 
 “What do you mean, Luther?” Angela asked, pretending not to know  
 
where he was heading with this conversation.  
 
 “I could die there,” he explained. 
 
 “Don‟t say that, you will be alright.  I know some people who went over  
 
there and they made it back okay,” Angela said. 
 
 “I hope so, but there is a chance that I won‟t,” he said. 
 
 “I will pray for you,” Angela said. 
 
 “Angela, I would like my last memory to be of you in my arms,” he said. 
 
 Angela knew what he meant, and was frightened and strangely interested.   
 
In her mind somewhere she reckoned that if she gave in, she would be committing  
 
fornication and tempting hell‟s fire according to Rev. Nathan.  Yet, she was  
 
curious.   
 




 “You are welcome lovely lady,” Luther responded. 
  
 The ballroom inside the banquet hall was decorated in disco motif,  
 
complete with a huge disco ball suspended from the ceiling and a sea of  
 
psychedelic colored helium filled balloons strategically placed around the room  
 
with large laminated posters of young teenaged black boys and girls sporting  
 
afros, platform shoes, bell bottoms, and African wear.  Some people, including  
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chaperons, were already practicing their funky robot like movements on the dance  
 
floor, to the tune of the Godfather of Soul‟s (James Brown) Get Up Off of that  
 
Thing,” assisted in their animation by the rapidly circulating fractured lighting of  
 
the disco ball. 
 
 “Would you like to dance Angela? Luther asked. 
  
“Not right now, I want to see if I see Teresa first,” Angela replied. 
  
“Okay, would you like something to drink?” Luther asked. 
  
“Yes, I would like some punch.  Thank you,” Angela said. 
  
 Luther was striking in his uniform.  He definitely had swag; and that slight  
 
bop was working for him.  Angela visually scoured the room looking for Teresa,  
 
but did not see any sign.  Oh well, maybe she will be here later, She thought.  She  
 
did see Sasha; one of the most popular girls at school and the one most likely to  
 
be voted prom queen. Sasha believed in all things natural, including her weed.   
 
She sported a short afro, light skin with a sprinkle of freckles across the bridge of  
 
her small chiseled nose that fit perfectly on her pretty face.  Her bright smile made  
 
her easily accessible.  But, there was a side to her that was mysteriously troubled.   
 
Her father‟s side of the family was well to do; they owned property in the  
 
Virgin Islands.   Sasha‟s parents had separated and then divorced because he kept  
 
messing around with other women.  It was rumored that one of the jilted island  
 
women worked roots on Sasha, deeming her unable to ever be happy.   
 
Roots or not Sasha was intelligent and always immaculately dressed.  Her  
 
one visible flaw was her addiction to marijuana resulting in her irritating need to  
 
have anyone who associated with on her any level to join her using the drug.  She  
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was suspicious of anyone who did not smoke. 
 
 Sasha‟s boyfriend Kevin was about five years older than her.  Gossip  
 
around the school was that he already had a wife and two kids in the Virgin  
 
Islands.  He was with Sasha 24/7 since he met her on a trip back there to see her  
 
family.  It was not surprising that he was right with her at the prom in a white  
 
tuxedo with blue shirt and tie, matching Sasha‟s organic blue silk gown.     
 
 “Here‟s your drink, I got the red one.  If it spills on you, it will blend in  
 
with your dress.”  Luther said smiling.  
 
 “Very funny.  Thank you.”  Angela said, returning the smile. 
 
 Here comes Sasha and Kevin, I am really not in the mood..  Angela signed  
 
to herself.   
 
“Hey girl what‟s up?”  Where have you been?  I thought you were going  
 
to call me to let me know what you were going to wear,” Sasha said. 
 
 “I‟ve been where I always been, at home studying for finals.  I didn‟t think  
 
you were really interested in what I was going to wear,” Angela said smiling.   
 
“Let me introduce you to my date.  Luther, this is Sasha, a classmate, and  
 
her boyfriend Kevin.” 
 
 “What up man?”  Angela, you look beautiful,” Kevin said. 
 
 “Thank you,” Angela said. 
 
 “Pleased to meet you both,” Luther said. 
 
“Angela, does your friend smoke?”  Sasha asked. 
  
“No,” Angela responded without even thinking of asking.   
  
“Man, I don‟t mean no disrespect, but why are you in the army? You  
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should have gone to Canada.  The war in Vietnam is bullshit.  Those people didn‟t  
 
do anything to us. Why should we go over there and kill them for America.   
 
America ain‟t never done shit for the black man.  We still treated like slaves.   
 
Muhammad Ali had the right idea,” Kevin lamented. 
 
 “No disrespect taken, but this is one of my favorite jams,” Luther said,  
 
turning to Angela.   
 
 “Can I please have this dance?” Luther asked almost pleading. 
 
 “Yes,” Angela quickly replied, understanding his need to get away from  
 
both of them.     
  
“We need to talk,” Sasha said. 
 
 “Sure,” Angela said having no intention to follow through. 
  
I found love on a two way street and lost it on a lonely highway… the  
 
music crooned.  Luther pulled Angela close and whispered in her ear, thank you  
 
for being my date tonight.”   
 
“I am delighted to be here with you.  You will have to excuse Sasha and  
 
Kevin,” Angela said. 
 
“No problem.  How did you meet Sasha other than her just being your  
 
classmate?” Luther asked. 
 
“She sat next to me in typing class.  She was a speed demon on the  
 
typewriter.  I was curious to know how she got that good.  So, I introduced myself  
 
to her.  She told me that she sold her soul to the devil,” Angela said. 
 
“What?”  Luther asked. 
 
“That‟s exactly what I said.  Then she started laughing and told me she  
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was just kidding.  She had a typewriter at home that did not have the keys written  
 
on them and she basically practiced until she mastered it,” Angela clarified. 
 




“I don‟t know.  Maybe her judgment is off; she does smoke a lot of  
 
marijuana.  It‟s one of the reasons why we could not be real friends,” Angela said. 
 
“What do you mean?”  Luther asked. 
 
“We used to talk after school.  I went to her house a few times to just hang  
 
out.  She was always smoking drugs, and she would try to force me to smoke too.   
 
Of course she did not physically force me, but she just kept on blowing it in my  
 
face and belittled me because I refused to smoke.  She said that she did not know  
 
how anyone could face the world sober; that there must be something wrong with  
 
me.  So, our friendship was one that was mainly at school. 
 
“Enough about them.  You are the most beautiful woman in the room.  I  
 
am so lucky to be here with you,” Luther complimented. 
 
“Thank you Luther.  You are looking mighty fine yourself,” Angela said. 
 
What a perfect night.  I don’t know if I can trust myself not to give in to  
 




The dimmed lights and crystal decorations gave the room its ambiance.   
 
Each table was adorned with long stemmed vases containing a single red rose  
 
surrounded by a spray of baby‟s breath.  The table clothes were a pink hue with  
assorted psychedelic colored napkins.  
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After dancing for about two hours, it was time to select the prom queen.   
 
The ballots had been distributed at school.  Mrs. Billiard, the gym teacher, with  
 
short, naturally dirty blonde hair and the build of a linebacker looked totally  
 
uncomfortable in anything other than sweats and sneakers,   stood at the  
 
microphone in her ill-fitting black and white dress and matronly low-heeled black  
 
pumps bubbling with enthusiasm as she made the announcement.  She was one of  
 
the sweetest people you could know. 
 
As expected, Sasha won the crown.  Her date, Kevin, won prom king.   
 
They were too busy basking in their victory to notice that Angela and Luther left  
 
shortly after the announcement.    
 
   Angela had a decision to make.  She convinced herself that she was only  
 
going to his place to talk.  Luther lived in a rented kitchenette a Brownstone on  
 
Lenox Avenue. At this hour, 11:30 at night, 131
st
 and Lenox was unusually silent.   
 
The host of colorful people; tall dark-skinned and light-skinned men with their  
 
crisp white shirts and wearing an array of hats; fedoras, straw hats,  to keep the  
 
sun from beaming on their heads or just to look cool; shapely, healthy, hippie,  
 
Black women pushing baby carriages strolled to the market; number runners,  
 
winos, junkies, and everyday people going about their lives seemed to have faded  
 
into the concrete landscape.  As she walked up the steps, the knot in her stomach  
 
grew harder, but she could not turn back.  Once inside Luther escorted her to the  
 
small kitchen area and asked her to have a seat.   
 
 “Do you want something to drink?” Luther asked. 
  
“Yes, thank you.  Where are your parents?” Angela asked. 
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“They are out of town.  I have Kool-Aid and Pepsi,” Luther said. 
  
“Kool-Aid is fine,” Angela said. 
  
“Angela, do you ever think about all the fun we used to have in the small  
 
lot in the front of your building?”  Luther asked as he handed her some Kool-Aid. 
 
 “Always.  Remember, Johnny on the Pony 1, 2, 3?  It‟s a miracle we  
 
didn‟t get seriously hurt jumping on each other‟s back like that,” Angela recalled. 
 
 “We were having too much fun to feel pain.  The game I liked the most  
 
was run, catch and kiss.  Ducking through the park, falling over chains, and  
 
scraping my knees trying not to get caught when I really wanted to get caught was  
 
hilarious,” Luther said.   
 
 “Well, I was never caught or kissed and I was running real slow because I  
 
didn‟t know where to hide,”  Angela said with a little sadness in her voice.   
 
 “I can‟t imagine why no one ever caught you,” Luther said. 
 
 “Now that I think about it, I probably would have punched the boy who  
 
caught me and tried to kiss me,”  Angela laughed. 
 
 They both laughed.  Luther looked deeply into Angela‟s eyes. 
 
 “Angela, will you marry me when I get back from Nam?” Luther asked.   
 




 “I will make you a good husband,” Luther said. 
 
 Angela thought about her dad and what a wonderful father he was.  Luther  
 
had a lot of qualities of her dad. 
 
“Can I kiss you?” Luther asked. 
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 Angela did not reply.  She returned his look.  Luther leaned forward and  
 
kissed her gently on the lips. Luther took his hand and gently placed it on her leg.   
 
He then slipped his tongue in her mouth as he kissed her again.  His tongue in her  
 
mouth felt cold and clammy, a little repulsive.  However, he was so intent that she  
 
relaxed and went with it.  So, this is French kissing that everyone is always  
 
talking about, she thought.  Luther‟s hands were all over her, rubbing her back,  
 
her legs and her breasts.  When he slipped them between her legs, she placed her  
 
hand on his and asked him to stop.   
 
“Luther, I have never done this before and I don‟t know if I should.  I have  
 
never been with anyone, and I was raised to believe that this is wrong.  Rev.  
 
Nathan says it‟s fornication,” Angela said.   
 
 “Angela, I know you are a virgin.  So am I.  We go to the same church so I  
 
know what they say about fornication.  But, it is only fornication if you do not  
 
care about the person you are with.  Angela, I love you, and if I come back from  
 
Vietnam, I would like to be with you,” he said breathing heavily.  
 
He guided her hand gently over his body.  She felt his hardness.  It felt  
 
good and bad at the same time. She wanted to get up and run, but her body  
 
wanted to stay.   
 
“Trust me Angela, I will never hurt you, Luther said.   
 
He led her to the bed that he pulled down from the wall.  They slowly  
 
undressed each other.  She cried softly.  He assured her that everything would be  
 
alright as they lay in each other‟s arms just holding each other tenderly for a  
 
while.   
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She felt safe in his arms. This level of intimacy was unknown to Angela.   
 
It was comfortable, special, and could have lasted beyond the night.  He slipped  
 
his hand between her legs and gently massaged her tender spot.   This is what  
 
Heaven must feel like, she thought. Except for the pain of his penetrating her for  
 
the first time and a little bleeding, this was a pleasurable experience. It was over  
 
within minutes.  They laid there in each other‟s arms with her head resting on  
 
Luther‟s chest.   
 
 “Angela, thank you for giving me you, and I will treasure this  
 
experience for the rest of my life,” he said.    
 
“What happens now?” Angela asked, still in his arms.   
 
“I will write you every day, I promise.  I‟m shipping out in 10 days.  I will  
 
be leaving from Penn Station, and I hope that you will be able to come and see me  
 
off,” Luther said. 
 
 “I have school, but I will check with my parents to see if I can skip school  
 
on that day,” Angela said. 
 
 “I ship out on a Saturday, so you won‟t have to miss school,” Luther said. 
 
 “Oh, alright,” Angela said.   
 
They dressed, he kissed her on the forehead, and he took her home.     
 
 Angela could not wait to get home to get in the shower.  She thought about  
 
the events of the night.  The prom was fun even though she did not get to see  
 
Teresa.  Her classmates looked extremely beautiful in their prom attire, and Sasha  
 
made an exquisite prom queen.  What happened with Luther needed processing.   
 
She thought that somehow she would be spared from going all the way with  
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Luther.  She was beginning to regret her actions, but not for the reasons she  
 
thought.  Luther said he loved her.  The only man that she had ever loved was her  
 
dad.  Angela tiptoed to her room.  A gentle knock on the door startled her. 
 
 “Angel, I just wanted to ask if you had a good time,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Yes, it was wonderful.  Everybody looked so beautiful,” Angela said. 
 
 “What did Teresa wear?” Mrs. Pendleton asked. 
 
 “I didn‟t see her, but it was so packed that I might have missed her.  I‟ll  
 
call her later.  I‟m exhausted,” Angela said. 
 
 “I am so glad you had a great time.  Your father is so proud of you and  
 
even more proud that you had that nice young man take you to the prom.  Well,  
 
goodnight baby. See you in the morning,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Goodnight mom. I love you,” Angela said. 
 
 “I love you too,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 Angela could not get to sleep for hours.  Her mind relived the evening‟s  
 
events over and over.  Conflicting emotions ruled the night.  What about the  
 
commandments? Was not having sex one of them?  In the morning she resolved to  
 
put this behind her. Luther was worth knowing without clouding it with sex.  She  
 
saw the love that her parents had for each other.  But, they never talked about sex.   
 
There was no other sign either.  It was only because they were married that it was  
 












Angela met Michael at a company party, although she had seen him  
 
around the job.  She knew that he was the head of Blair Security located in the  
 
same building as Arlan Realty where she worked. Each had decided to attend the  
 
holiday party at the last minute.  For both, spending time with fellow employees  
 
was the epitome of boredom. Their co-workers at Blair Security and Arlan Realty,  
 
especially the executives, were all so pompous; always trying to outdo each other  
 
with tales of their accomplishments and the exploits of their children.  Jim  
 
Sorenson, Arlan‟s CEO, spoke of the time when he had tea with the President of  
 
the United States, but he could not show pictures because of Secret Service  
 
concerns.   
 
“The President told me that I had a good stroke.  You know we played  
 
miniature golf during my visit,” Jim said.   
 
 Nothing beat the story Eric Fields, CEO of Blair Security, told about his  
 
overachieving son.  His son Brad had been accepted to all the Ivy League schools  
 
and had won a track and field award.  In addition, he was MVP for the soccer  
 
team, all the while criss-crossing Europe on a bike during the summer.  To top it  
 
off, his son‟s golden retriever won a blue ribbon prize for being the best groomed  
 
and most intelligent pet.  So out of the need for sheer survival, Michael and  
 
Angela headed to the refreshment table.  If I hear one more damn story, I am  
 
going to lose it.  Angela and Michael had the same thought. They both reached  
 




“Hi, my name‟s Michael Gooden.  You are?”   
 
“Angela Pendleton,” You are the Director of Security, right? 
 
“That‟s right.  I see you every day around the coffee wagon when I am  
 
making my rounds through the building, but I never had a chance to speak to you.   
 
I wanted to, but I didn‟t think you would be interested.  You look lovely this  
 
evening as you always do.” Michael said. 
 
“Thank you.  I never knew you noticed me.  Why didn‟t you speak?” 
 
“Rumor has it that you have thing for Warren,” Michael said fishing.  
 
“You should never listen to gossip.  We went out to lunch once a long  
 
time ago.  It was quite innocent,” Angela said. 
 
“So, you got a man?” Michael said. 
 
“I actually have a husband, but I am in the process of getting a divorce.   
 
The divorce will be final in August,” Angela said.  
 
“I am sorry to hear that,” Michael responded. 
 
Aretha Franklin‟s song “Rescue Me” blared in the background.   
 
RESCUE ME, TAKE ME IN YOUR ARMS. 
 
“That‟s my favorite jam,” Angela said.     
 
“Would you like to dance?” Michael asked.  
 
“It‟s been a long time,” Angela responded.  
 
“I bet you still got the moves, Angela.” 
 
“Sure, why not,” she said. 
 
As they boogied on the dance floor, Michael gazed into Angela‟s eyes.  
 
“How can any man in his right mind let you get away?” He asked.  
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“Who said he was in his right mind?  Seriously, we kind of grew apart  
 
during the years.  We tried a few things to make it work, even couples therapy,  
 
but nothing seemed to work. So, what about you?  Have you ever been married or  
 
should I ask, Are you married now?”   
 
“I was married briefly, and no, I am not married now,” he answered.   
 
“Is there anyone special?”   
 
Well, I do have a friend.  But, we both know that the relationship will not  
 
go anywhere?”   
 
“How can you be so sure?” Angela asked.   
 
“We were together at one time, and too many things took place on her part  
 
and mine for us to ever consider making it work again.  Enough of this.  You  
 
look like you get out a lot,” Michael said.   
 
“Not really, but once in a while I get to see a Broadway show.  Mostly, I  
 
chill at home watching comedies and old movies. What about you?   What do you  
 
do for relaxation?” Angela asked.   
 
“Smiling slyly, he asks, You sure you really want to know?  Seriously, I  
 
like to go for long walks, listen to music, cook, and spend time with my son.”   
 
“Oh, you have children?”   
 
“Yes, one son.  Justin is 16 years old.”   
 
“I have two grown daughters, Shayla and Kim.”   
 
“Do you realize that we have not sat down since we got up to dance?”   
 
“No. I didn‟t.  I am enjoying the company and the conversation.”   
 
“It‟s 11 o‟clock.  Time has just flown by.  What do you say we leave here  
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and go somewhere for a drink?” Michael said.   
 
“I would love to Michael, but tomorrow is a work day, and I have some  
 




 On the way home Angela began to envision Michael as someone she could  
 
possibly be in a relationship with.  He was pretty easy to talk to and he had a  
 
sense of humor.  He also had a decent job.  In those few hours the thought of a  
 
relationship blossomed in her mind from non-existent, to having serious potential.   
 
Maybe.  Over the next few weeks Angela and Michael spoke to each other briefly  
 
at work while at the water cooler. They engaged in light conversation on the  
 
elevator, and enjoyed a cup of coffee at the food wagon.  
 
Their respective departments were on different floors in the building.  One  
 
afternoon while in the cafeteria, Michael made it a point to get Angela‟s attention.   
 
He blurted, “That‟s a lovely outfit you‟re wearing.  Will you have dinner  
 
with me tonight?”  Do you like seafood?  You did say we could go out at another  
 
time.”   
 
“Michael, I cannot make it today, but if the offer still stands, Friday is a  
 
good day for me,” Angela said smiling at his eagerness and persistence.   
 
Angela was excited at the thought of a date. She had not been out in  
 
months, mainly because she was swamped with work.  Also, divorce proceedings  
 
were underway, and the emotional turmoil made her feel that she would not be  
 
good company if she did go out.   
 
James Brown was appearing on Friday at BB King‟s in Manhattan.   
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Angela wondered if Michael would be interested.  Why wonder? She thought.    
 
She decided to call and invite him out.     
 
Angela dialed Michael‟s number and it rang a few times before he  
 
answered in a sultry, confident voice. 
 
 “Good morning, Blair Security, Michael Gooden speaking.” 
 
 “Hi Michael, this is Angela.” 
 
 “It‟s great to hear from you this morning.  What can I do for you?”  
 
“ Nothing official. I was wondering if you would be my guest at a James  
 
Brown concert at BB King‟s?” 
 
“Are you kidding?  Of course, tell me when and what time.  I‟m there.”   
 
“Great!” It‟s two weeks from this Friday, Angela said. 
 
“Are you free for lunch today?”  Michael asked. 
 
“I think I could spare an hour. What do you have in mind?” Angela asked. 
 
“The weather is a little brisk, but just right for a walk through Bryant  
 
Park,” Michael said. 
 




“Like smoking and drinking?” Michael asked. 
 
“Well, I‟m no prude, but…….. 
 
“Angela, people are just living the best they know how.  Sometimes, we  
 
just have to relax and go with the flow.”  Michael said. 
 
“Okay, you‟ve convinced me. Today is a lovely sunny day, I will go to the  
 
park with you,” Angela said smiling. 
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Bryant Park, located in the heart of midtown surrounded by skyscrapers,  
 
was a place where people openly expressed their freedom.  Drug dealers and other  
 
less than savory characters hung around there trying to make a living.  Young  
 
office workers reveled in the exuberance of youth.  They openly smoked  
 
marijuana during their lunch hour; some guzzled down wine or took a swig of  
 
hard liquor from their personal flask.  They laughed as if they did not have a care  
 
in the world.  
 
 Businessmen, homeless men, young lovers, old lovers, lovers of  
 
architecture, admired this park that had a long history dating back to the 1600‟s  
 
took leisurely strolls through the park.  This eclectic group existed together in the  
 
park throughout the day.  On this afternoon, there was a homeless man sitting on  
 
top of a bench fully clothed, including a heavy winter coat.  He sat there with his  
 
legs spread wide.  As Michael and Angela approached, you could see that he had  
 
a rather large hole in the center of his pants.  He did not have any underwear on.   
 
His family jewels hung unencumbered in the wind. 
 
“Freedom is a beautiful thing Angela,” Michael said. 
 
“I guess so,” Angela said smiling. 
 
“What would you like to eat?” Michael asked. 
 
“Well, I do like New York franks,” Angela said smiling to herself. 
 




The hot dog vendors were lined up at the park and offered regular franks,  
 
long franks, sausages and salted pretzels. The vendors were mostly hardworking  
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male foreigners with short, thick fingers.  This was their life‟s work, and they  
 
took it seriously. They took special care as they took out a single napkin and a  
 
single sheet of aluminum foil.  In this foundation, they wrapped the frank in a  
 
fresh soft bun, parted it in the middle and topped it with your choice of ketchup,  
 
mustard, sauerkraut, onions and sweet pickle relish.  The drinks were ice cold,  
 
having been submerged in a sea of ice in a bin on the cold side of the cart.   
 
 “Any vendor will do,” Angela said. 
 
 The walked to the middle vendor, and Michael ordered two franks and two  
 
cans of Pepsi. They headed toward a bench not too far from the entrance of the  
 
park.   
 
“So, how often do you come out here?” Angela asked. 
 
  “Not often.  Usually, I am too busy.  But, today all my staff are here, and  
 
I was free to get away for a few minutes,” Michael said. 
 
 “Thank you for inviting me,” Angela said. 
 
 “Life is short, and I believe we should savor every opportunity to  
 
experience it fully,” Michael said. 
 
 “Philosopher?”   
 




 “When you look around at the beauty of nature, you just know the creator  
 
is awesome,” Michael said. 
 
 “I could not agree with you more,” Angela said. 
 
 “So, tell me about this James Brown concert,” Michael said. 
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 “Well, it‟s this Friday at BBQs……. And Mr. James Brown, Hot Pants,  
 
Say It Loud I’m black and I’m proud himself is going to be there.  Need I say  
 
more?”  He is one of my favorite artists,” Angela said. 
 
 “I can tell. I dig him too,” Michael said. 
 
 “It is going to be a blast,” Angela said. 
 
 “How much are the tickets?” Michael asked. 
 
 “It‟s on me,” Angela said. 
 
 “No, I want to pay,” Michael said. 
 
 “I insist.  If there is a next time, you can pay,” Angela said smiling. 
 




 “We better start walking back,” Angela said. 
 




 “Thank you.  I really enjoyed myself,” Angela said.     
     
Michael showed up for the concert in his BMW jeep looking like a model  
 
fresh from a photo shoot at GQ Magazine; suave and debonair in a black suit and  
 
a beige quarter turtle neck and a dozen roses.  His fragrance of crushed berries  
 
and burnt sandalwood lingered as he held the car door for Angela.     
 
There was standing room only on the floor at BB King‟s.  James Brown‟s  
 
presence filled the room.  His music had the place pumping.  Most of the time  
 
Angela was wrapped in Michael‟s arms.  At one point, Angela‟s feet ached from  
 
standing so long. Michael removed his socks and gently massaged the soreness  
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from Angel‟s bare feet.  Then lovingly, he slipped her feet into his socks, placing  
 
her sandals into his jacket pocket. Angela was ecstatic; her heart had come full  
 
circle with every area filled with joy.  Of course, this was the height of  
 
infatuation. She recalled what a conservative gentlemen he had been that evening  
 
as he pulled up to the club.   He stepped out of the car in the middle of Times  
 
Square to open the car door.  
 
   BABY I’M BACK……..James Brown‟s singing voice brought her back. 
 
 Michael drew her closer.  It seemed the only logical thing to do; their lips  
 
locked. “Cupid” encapsulated the couple.  Angela disappeared into pleasurable  
 
thoughts; a mental cocoon built for two.   Here I go again, Angela thought.  After  
 
the concert, Michael got the car to take Angela home to her brownstone in  
 
Manhattan.   
 
“If I am not being too forward, would you like to stop by my place to  
 
continue the conversation?” Michael asked.   
 
The mood was set, the air heavy with anticipation.  It was too early to go  
 
home, and certainly there was a mutual attraction.  Neither wanted the evening to  
 
end this soon. She felt safe; she had seen him around the office for a few years,  
 
and he was well spoken of by the office staff.   
 
“Yes, that will be okay.” 
 
 His home in Westchester was neatly decorated in shades of gray and  
 
black.  The vertical blinds were sturdy and also black and gray.  There were no  
 
flowers or vases.     
 
“Where is your son?”   
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“I share custody with my ex-wife.  He is with her.” 
 
His place screamed “no female lives here.”  This was comforting to  
 
Angela.  It was neat, and nice with a black leather sofa and a black leather  
 
reclining chair.  He had an intriguing sound system hooked up to a 50” flat screen  
 
platinum television which hung wireless from the wall.  A DJ system was  
 
connected so that the sound system could be programmed through the TV at the  
 
same time.    
 
“Watch out!”   
 
Angela had placed her hand above the open fish tank. The fish were huge.   
 
“The fish are so big because they eat all the food I feed them plus they ate  
 
all the other fish that were in the tank.  They are flesh eating fish,” he said. 
 
“Wow!  You mean they will try to eat my hand?” asked Angela. 
 
“Yep, if it gets too close to them.” 
 
Michael went out of his way to make Angela feel at home.  He invited her  
 
to take off her shoes and gave her a pair of slippers.  He poured her favorite drink,  
 
Cognac on the rocks with lots of ginger ale and a water chaser.   
 
 “I‟m a part time DJ.  I think I am pretty nice on the 1s and 2s.  What‟s  
 
your pleasure?”  Michael asked. 
 
 “How about some Smokey Robinson or Marvin Gaye?” Angela asked. 
 
 “You want real old school?  How about Agony, Ecstasy,” Michael asked. 
 
 “Great choice,” Angela said. 
 
 “May I have this dance Madam?” Michael asked with a slight bow. 
 
 “Why yes you may sir,” Angela responded. 
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 “You are full of flattery,” Angela said jokingly. 
 
 “It‟s better than being full of something else,” Michael said smiling. 
 
Angela chuckled.  When the dance was over, they both sank into  
 
Michael‟s leather sofa. 
 
“This has been a great evening,” Angela said. 
 
“I have enjoyed myself more than I have in years.  I want to get to know  
 
you better Angela,” Michael said. 
 
“I feel as though I have known you for a while, and I know that is not  
 
possible. You make me feel at ease.  Thank you Michael,” Angela said.  
 
 As the night progressed and the conversation escalated, an overwhelming  
 
feeling of mutual attraction engulfed them.  They found themselves in love‟s  
 
passionate embrace. It had been more than a year since she had been embroiled in  
 
divorce proceedings and had not been intimate with anyone else.  Michael was  
 
extremely adept at making Angela feel loved even though he had known her only  
 
a short time.  He was gentle and considerate.  He was also thoughtful; he used  
 
protection.   
 
Having first enthralled her mind, her body followed. This was not planned,  
 
but Angela allowed herself to flow with the mood.  Immediately afterwards,  
 
Angela was filled with regret.  What is wrong with me, she thought?  It had been  
 
two years since she had been held by any man.  But that was no reason to give in  
 
so soon. She swore she would not get involved in this way unless she was going  
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to marry the man.  What will Michael think?  There was no one or nothing to  
 
blame.  She had only taken a few sips of her drink which was mostly ginger ale.   
 
She thought that maybe she would make up an excuse to never see him again as  
 
she lay there with covers pulled tightly to her. 
 
 “I am going to fix us a little something to eat,” Michael said as he kissed  
 
her gently on the cheek.   
 
Michael returned with a silver tray containing two cups of coffee,  
 
two spoons, sugar and milk, sliced cinnamon pound cake and cheese. He noticed  
 
that Angela was reaching for her clothes. 
 
 “You are welcome to spend the night,” Michael offered. 
 




 “Angela, I won‟t deny that I loved every moment with you tonight, but I  
 
don‟t want you to think that this is reason I asked you here.  I hope that you won‟t  
 
think we moved to fast and decide not to see me again.” Michael said. 
  
“I had a wonderful evening, but I think I better leave.” 
  
“Give me a minute to get dressed and I will take you home.” Michael said. 
 
 The next day and for weeks after that, Angela went out of her way to  
 
avoid Michael.  He called and she made up excuses why she could not take his  
 
calls.  Michael sent her flowers every other day for two weeks, apologizing if he  
 
had offended her in anyway and asked for another chance.  She did relent,  
 







          
 “A penny for your thoughts,” Michael said. 
 
 “I was just thinking how wonderful it is to be here with you.” Angela  
 
responded being pulled away from her daydreams. 
 




 “That sounds wonderful.” Angela said. 
 
 “I‟ll be right back.” Michael said. 
 
Angela‟s mind gently floated back to her thoughts, as Michael went to get  
 
them a drink.    
 
Angela decided that she would see Luther off to Penn Station.  Mr.  
 
Pendleton agreed to drive them to the downtown station.  The clouds were  
 
overcast in New York City, but Luther was excited about finally going overseas.   
 




 “Are you afraid Luther?”  Angela asked. 
  
“Never ask a soldier that,” Mr. Pendleton chimed in. 
  
“Dad, anybody can be afraid,”  Angela said. 
  
“I am not afraid, Angela.  I know that God will protect me, and I have  
 
received the best of training.  I know that there is a risk of being injured or killed,  
 
and I accept that, Luther said. 
 
 “I guess war is for men.”  Angela said. 
 
 “Son, you have the right frame of mind.  Go there and listen to your  
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superiors, and follow your orders closely,” Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Yes, Sir, I will do just that,” Luther said. 
 
 “We will be sure to keep you in our prayers, Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Thank you,” Luther said. 
 
 “Dad, the station is coming up.” Angela said. 
 
 “Okay, I am going to circle the block and find some place to park and then  
 
you can go in and see Luther off,” Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Okay dad,” Angela said. 
 




 “Godspeed son.  Don‟t forget to pray and to write,” Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Thank you.  I will do both,” Luther said. 
 
 Penn Station was crowded as usual.  People were asking directions for  
 
destinations in and out of the city.  Indigenous individuals grumbled about having  
 
their makeshift homes disturbed by legitimate travelers, tourists and those coming  
 
into the city for work.  Angela held Luther‟s hand and with the other hand he held  
 
tightly to a large canvas bag packed to capacity that he carried on his shoulder.   
 
She walked Luther as far into the station as she was permitted. 
 
 “Angela, your being here means so much to me.” Luther said. 
 




 “You gave me the best gift ever.  I will cherish that in my heart forever,  
 
Luther said with tears welling in his eyes. 
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 They held each other closely for a few moments. 
 
 “I love you Angela.  I will write you,” Luther said. 
 
 “Be careful please.  I will write you back.  Goodbye Luther,” Angela said. 
 
 Angela waved as Luther disappeared into the hustle and bustle of the  
 










































 You would never know it, but Michael had come up on the rough side.   
 
The housing projects in Red Hook in Brooklyn, was his home for the first 18  
 
years of his life. The Red Projects was a breeding ground for those who had not  
 
hope.  People accepted their impoverished existence as the hand that God dealt  
 
them and did not look for a way out.  They would be poor forever and that was  
 
that.  Their children took it up a notch; they felt like animals and acted that way.   
 
They would urinate and defecate in the elevators and stairwells and throw garbage  
 
out of the windows.  Michael was the son of a single mother with five children,  
 
whose only answer to everything, was “God will make a way somehow”. He  
 
could not wait for God.   
 
He became a man/child fending for himself at an early age.  He was  
 
always lacking; whether it was food, shoes or clothing, his mother could not  
 
provide these things for him in an adequate or timely way.  The streets held a  
 
certain charm and means to get the things he felt he needed and wanted.  More  
 
than once he found himself entangled with the legal system.  There were always  
 
those older thugs or repeat offenders willing to show a younger brother the dark  
 
path to street riches.  Of course, they never finished school and made school seem  
 
not cool or an unnecessary obstacle to getting ahead.  To Michael and those he  
 




grade at the age of 18.   
 
The street was much more captivating with its fast women and easy  
 
money.   He started out small being a look out for the drug dealers, running and  
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telling them when he saw a police car.  He moved up to selling stolen items like  
 
watches, rings, socks, sneakers given to him to sell by older thieves that thought  
 
people would find it not too objectionable to buy from Michael, a clean cut, good  
 
looking kid.  This did not last long.  A concerned police officer in the  
 
neighborhood stopped Michael when he was trying to make a sale.  He took his  
 
goods and told him that if he ever caught him again with stolen goods, he would  
 
arrest him and force him to tell him where he got the goods. 
 
He never went back to selling stolen goods, but he did agree to carry  
 
packages from one venue to another for the small time dealers in the  
 
neighborhood. He did this for about five years without being caught by the police.   
 
He met his ex-wife Cynthia at one of the venues.  It was a club in Downtown  
 
Brooklyn.  She was at the bar talking to an older man.  She was stunning, with her  
 
long black hair, deep brown skin, shapely legs, lovely mouth and beautiful eyes.   
 
Michael, quite full of himself waited for the gentlemen to go the men‟s room and  
 
introduced himself.  She told him that the gentleman was an ex-boyfriend and that  
 
it was a coincidence that they were in the same place that night.   
 
She agreed to meet him again in the future.  But, she wanted to know what  
 
a young man wanted with a woman who was obviously older than him.  He said  
 
simply, “I can handle it.”  He left because he had other packages to deliver.   
 
His ability to slip in and drop off packages without be accosted gave a  
 
false sense that what he was doing was alright.  It gave him a certain amount of  
 
independence and lots of money.  He was able to date and marry Cynthia, whom  
 
he had met in an after-hour spot.  It turns out that she had a good job in the  
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hospital as a nurse and just had a wild side that she liked to express.   
 
There was this one after hour party a few years later that changed his life  
 
forever. An associate had asked him to deliver a small package to an associate at  
 
Club Baby Grand in Harlem.  This was a hot spot for buyers and sellers.  The  
 
patrons indulged so freely in snorting drugs that some felt the police had been  
 
bought off.  Michael‟s first night in the club was sobering.  Undercover police  
 
stormed the club that night.   
 
“Alright, everybody up against the wall, throw all the contents of your pockets on  
 
the floor.” The detective yelled. 
 
Several clear plastic bags filled to capacity with a white powdery  
 
substance fell from the brown package Michael had as it hit the floor.   
 
“That‟s not mine.”  
 
The judge did not buy that the package was not his. The amount of drugs  
 
in the package was too large for personal possession.  The unregistered gun  
 
betrayed his guilt. Michael was taken to 100 Centre Street to be arraigned.  His  
 
mother was there waiting in the night court.  As he entered in chains, he could see  
 
his mother kneeling and praying. He yelled to her. 
 
 “Mom, God is too busy to worry about me.  I‟ll be alright,” Michael said. 
 
 “God will make a way somehow,” His mother said. 
 
 He was given a quick trial.  He was found guilty and sentenced to three  
 
years in the state penitentiary.   
      
 As the jail cell closed behind him and he was ushered into the prison  
 
general population, Michael prayed.  God, how did I get here?  This is the lowest  
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point my life.  I know I am not worthy of you listening to me, but if you get me out  
 
of here, I will never commit another crime.  The men looked pumped up for want  
 
of anything else to do but work out.  Their faces were hollow, devoid of emotion.   
 
The most distinguishable color was the orange jumpsuits that they each had to  
 
wear.   
 
Whack, Whack, was the sound of a crack of a prison homemade pipe  
 
across Michael’s head. He awaked from the temporary knock out to see John, his  
 
cellmate standing above him. 
 
 “What happened?” Michael said dazed. 
 
 “Welcome to hell,” John said. 
 
 “Who or what hit me?” Michael asked. 
 
 “Get used to it,” John said. 
 
 “I‟m nobody‟s bitch,” Michael said. 
 
 “If you play by the rules,” you might escape with your ass intact,” John  
 
said.     
 
 “Lights out, the correction officer screamed as he banged on the cells.” 
 
 “Let‟s get this straight, this is my house.” John said. 
 
 “I told you, I‟m nobody‟s bitch, I will die first,” Michael said. 
 




    *********** 
 
 Michael needed to come clean with Angela.  He really dug her and felt  
 
that he could have a relationship with her.  Would she reject him?  That was a  
chance he had to take.  
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On one of the many occasions that she had spent with Michael at his home  
 
over the last several months, he fixed dinner.  He was somewhat of an amateur  
 
chef and often tried to dazzle Angela with his skills.  The aroma of curry chicken  
 
in a medley of fresh mixed vegetables could hardly be contained in the room.   
 
After fixing two plates of this delightful entrée, he brought the plates to the living  
 
room and placed it on two upright dinner trays with two glasses of wine that they  
 
sipped on.  He then blessed the food.  As they prepared to dine, his mood  
 
transitioned to serious. 
 
“Angela, I want us to be open with each other.  I‟ve done some bad things  
 
in my life.” 
 




“Listen, I was a wild kid and I ended up doing some time.  I got caught out  
 
there, and one day when you really have time, I want to tell you all about my  
 
experience being locked up,”  Michael said. 
 




“Thanks Angela. I guess there is no time like the present.  There is lot to  
 
tell, but briefly, I finished high school in prison. When I got out, I went to a two  
 
year college.  I have a good job heading security.  It didn‟t happen overnight, but  
 
it did happen.  My past is behind me. I learned from my mistakes,” Michael said. 
 
“Sweetheart, I believe you.  I wish I could turn back the hands of time, I  
 





 “I need to share this with you,” Michael said. 
 
 “You sound so serious,” Angela said. 
 
 “I told you that I was in the penitentiary,” Michael continued. 
 
 “Yes, you did and that is behind you right?” Angela asked. 
 
 “Yes, it is.  But, when I was there I needed to do some things to survive,”  
 
Michael said cautiously. 
 
 “Please don‟t tell me you had to kill somebody,” Angela said, trying to  
 
conceal the horror of the thought. 
 
 “No, but I did have to threaten other men,” Michael said. 
 
 “Why?”  Angela asked. 
 
 “It was the only way to survive and do my time without doing something  
 
that would add even more time to my sentence,” Michael said. 
 
 “Who did you have to threaten?” Angela asked. 
  
“My cellmate, John, was a gang member who had a crew of flunkies  
 
working for him,” Michael said. 
 
 “How could he have a crew working for him in jail?” Angela asked. 
 
 “He did.  When I first got there, I was hit over the head so hard that I was  
 
knocked out for hours.  When I awoke, John was standing over me.  I believe he  
 
was the one who hit me.  I am still not sure,” Michael said. 
 
 “You think your cellmate hit you?” Angela asked amazed. 
 
 “Yes,” Michael said. 
  





 “That‟s a joke, they work for the prisoners,” Michael said. 
 
 “I don‟t know if I can listen to this anymore,” Angela said. 
  
 “Please, just let me get this out,” Michael said. 
 
 “Okay,” Angela sighed. 
 
 “I could have fought my way through and won some of the battles, but  
 
then I ran the risk of being maimed, stabbed or killed by one of John‟s crew.  I  
 
wanted to get out of there and restart my life,” Michael shared. 
 
 “What did he want from you?‟ Angela asked. 
 
 “Money and for me to be his enforcer,” Michael said. 
 
 “Enforcer?”  Angela asked. 
 
 “That meant that I had to collect on any debt or promise made to John by  
 
any of the prisoners.  If they did not pay, then I would pass on a threat from John  
 
that included threat of bodily harm to the inmate and his family members.  I  
 
would threaten them with bodily harm, knowing that John had other lackeys to  
 
carry out the threat,” Michael said. 
 
 “How could you?”  Angela asked appalled.  
 
 “It made me sick to my stomach, but prison is a sick world.  You can‟t  
 




 “Is it true what they say about men being with men?”  Angela asked. 
 
 “Yes,” Michael said. 
 
 “Did you?” Angela asked sheepishly. 
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 “No, I was offered an alternative.  Thank God, because then I would still  
 
be in prison,” Michael said. 
 
“Thank God.” Angela said breathing a sigh of relief. 
 
“That alternative was still awful,” Michael said. 
 
“I think I really have heard enough.  Can we eat now?” Angela asked. 
 
“Amen, baby let‟s eat,” he said. 
 
She respected his honesty and felt good for him because here was a real  
 
“bad boy” who had turned his life around.  Michael represented hope to her.  He  
 
had reconciled his life and was now on the right track.  She had been through a  
 
long marriage that did not turn out as expected, but she was resolved to make the  
 
most of her life, and she was willing to take another chance on a relationship.  
 
However, honesty and communication were important to her.  Angela could not  
 
open her heart again unless she knew what to expect from her partner.  Michael  
 
had shared openly and honestly.  Damien was deceitful from the start and  
 
throughout their relationship.      
 
 Michael told Angela that while in prison he was resigned to do his time  
 
and return to society a changed man; honest and hardworking.  He looked at his  
 
life for the first time while there and many times he thought about his wife  
 
Cynthia he had left.  Cynthia was a decent woman, but he was just so young when  
 
he got married.  Cynthia was 11 years older than Michael, but did not look her  
 
age.  At 18 he should have been going to school and running with his friends, not  
 
married with a child.  Maybe they could work it out, he thought.   
 
His association with petty criminals had cost him enough. Prison life was  
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pretty sadistic.  Men preyed on other men out of sheer boredom.  He figured he  
 
would  spend his time reading, pumping iron and steering clear of horny and  
 
violent inmates. Justin, Michael‟s prison mate in the next cell had other plans.  He  
 
pushed up on Michael.  Justin was small in stature, but muscular.  He was subtle  
 
at first, always wanting to give Michael some of his food and commissary items.   
 
Michael appreciated the kindness.  But, he knew that in prison accepting kindness  
 
could only lead to abuse.   
 
One day in the shower, Justin made his move.  Approaching Michael, he  
 
tried to show Michael how he felt.  He reached out to wash Michael‟s back.   
 
Michael rebuffed him and left the shower without knowing what to think or what  
 
action to take next.  He knew that his need to survive this prison experience  
 
outweighed his desire to beat the shit out of Justin.  Did Justin think he was soft?    
 
Michael knew that this would not be Justin‟s last attempt.  He had to somehow get  
 
on the good side of the right inmates in order to be protected.  His cellmate, John,  
 
offered him an alternative. 
 
He did what had to do.  His cellmate, John made him an offer he decided  
 
to take in order to do this time without being violated. But, the experience with  
 
Justin did haunt him.  Soon after he began to wake up in a cold sweat from  
 
recurring nightmares in which he was being chased by a formless, faceless  
 
individual. The ghost in his dreams represented so many unanswered questions  
 
and fears about the direction of his life and future encounters with women and  
 
men.  This is the only part of his prison life that he did not share with Angela.  It  
 





 Angela had not spoken to Teresa since a week after the prom when she  
 
found out that Teresa and her date, Daren, never made it to the prom.  Daren had  
 
an allergic reaction to some shrimp he ate at Teresa‟s house while he was waiting  
 
for Teresa to get dressed.  He remembered after he ate it that he was allergic to  
 
shellfish.  Teresa‟s parents, her date, and Teresa spent all the night of the prom in  
 
the emergency room in Harlem Hospital.    
 




 and Lenox.  The weather was nice out, 70 degrees.  She completed her outfit  
 
with a jean jacket.  As she boarded the train, her mind wandered to Luther and  
 
their night at the prom.  
 
  I am not going to tell Teresa what I did even though she has a way of  
 
getting information out of me.   I probably should not even meet her for lunch  
 
today.  Two weeks is not enough time for me to keep a straight face.  Too late,  
 
here comes Teresa, Angela said to herself. 
 
 “Hey girl, how you doing?”  „The last time I saw Luther he said that you  
 
and him are going out,” Teresa said. 
 
 “Well, we went out a few times.  I like him,” Angela said. 
 
 “Well, I think he more than likes you. He‟s got it bad for you. What did  
 
you do to him.” 
 
 “What are you talking about?” Angela asked. 
  
“I think he said something about him wanting to marry you when he gets  
 
back. Come on, tell me, what did you do to him?” Teresa said smiling. 
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 “I didn‟t really do anything to him,” Angela said. 
 
 “Stop playing,” Teresa said. 
 
  “To be honest, I did go a little further with him on prom night than I  
 
intended,” Angela said. 
 
 “Don‟t tell me you did the nasty with him.” Teresa said gasping. 
 
 “Let‟s just say that I don‟t feel the way that he does.” Angela said. 
 




“He is fine but, there has to be more to it than that,” Angela said. 
 
“Whatever girl, I hope you were careful,” Teresa said seriously. 
 
 “I’m praying for a miracle.” Angela said under her breath. 
 
 “I‟m hungry,” Teresa said. 
 
 “Me too.  Let‟s grab a steak sandwich and a bean pie from the Muslim  
 
restaurant, “Steak and Take” on 116
th
,”   Angela suggested. 
 
 “Sounds good to me,” Teresa said. 
 
 The Muslims owned and operated several “Steak & Take” establishments  
 
in Harlem.  This was their fast food take out answer to getting black folks to stop  
 
eating pork and to eat more healthy.   It was really a takeout spot, but you could  
 
stand there and eat on the run while you chatted. 
 
 “Teresa, you know I never thought about birth control, in fact, I never  
 
even heard of it until recently.” Angela shared. 
 
 “I tried to get you to come to the clinic, but you refused.” Teresa said. 
 
 “I did not see a need to go to the clinic.  No sense crying over spilled  
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milk,” Angela reasoned. 
 




 “I don‟t know,” Angela hedged. 
 
 “Come on, you know I got your back no matter what,” Teresa assured. 
 
 “Well, on prom night I kind of let Luther go all the way,” Angela said. 
 
Teresa gasped as she held her hands over her mouth as in disbelief of what  
 
she was hearing.   
 
 “Wow, did he pull out?” Teresa asked. 
 
 “Pull out what?” Angela asked innocently. 
 
 “His dick, what else,” Teresa replied bluntly. 
 
 “Why would he do that?” Angela asked. 
 




 “I thought you could not get pregnant the first time.” Angela said. 
 
 “Where did you hear that?” Teresa asked. 
 
 “I overheard some girls at schools.” Angela said. 
 
 “Well, it‟s not true.” Teresa said. 
 
Angela silently prayed that it was true. “You know I just remembered that  
 
my mom wanted me to do something for her.  I will call you later.” Angela said. 
 
 “What about your food?”  Teresa asked. 
 
 “I will eat the rest at home.  I gotta run.  I will call you later,” Angela said. 
 
 “Okay, we have to talk about this,” Teresa said. 
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 “Angela, I know you have to go, but don‟t forget about next Wednesday  
 
night, we have a date to go to the Mosque on 116
th




 “Yeah, that‟s right.  I almost forgot.  Even though some say they killed  
 
Malcolm X, I believe their teaching on black men respecting black women is  
 
worth hearing,” Angela said. 
 
 “Well, I am not too fond of walking two steps behind or being separated  
 
from men when we enter the Mosque, but as you say the message is so  
 
penetrating that I can suffer this for an hour.  I can even tolerate those brothers  
 
who converted right from prison and are committed to getting everyone to buy the  
 
Muhammad Speaks Newspaper.  We‟re on then for next week?” Teresa asked. 
 
 “Oh yeah. I‟ll call you.  Angela said. 
 
 Angela prayed silently that her ignorance did not lead to bringing a new  
 






















Growing up in Harlem during the sixties, Angela had seen her share of  
 
poverty and the effect that it had on families, particularly men.  Some men tried  
 
earnestly to provide for their families, but were stymied because of the racial  
 
climate and the economy.  The street corners were crowded with unemployed  
 
men who no longer looked for work. Often, these men would abandon their  
 
families because their pride would not let them live off of a woman. Of course,  
 
there were the pimps who would put a woman on the street to ensure his survival.   
 
Then there were men like her father, who worked two jobs to support his  
 
family. He was a blue collar worker who was never too tired to spend time with  
 
his wife and children.  Angela loved him for the unconditional love and strength  
 
he had for his family. He would walk her to school in the morning and tuck her in  
 
bed at night.   
 
On Angela‟s first day of elementary school, her father spent half the day in  
 
her classroom, waiting while she adjusted.  Ms. Cinnamon, her kindergarten  
 
teacher greeted Mr. Pendleton and the other parents and welcomed the children.   
 
She looked like a friendly clown.  Her cheeks were painted with deep red rouge  
 
that was stood out on her dark complexion.  Her clothing was oversized and in  
 
different colors.  Around her neck, she wore several scarves and around her waist  
 
she wore a big belt.  She wore big costume jewelry that did not match anything  
 
she was wearing.  Ms. Cinnamon tried to assure her father that Angela would stop  
 
crying as soon as he left, but he insisted on staying until she did.   
 
 “Angela, you are a smart little girl. He reassured her as he cupped her  
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small face in his huge hands.  I know you are going to do real good in school and  
 
it‟s gonna be a lot of fun.  Mommy will be back at the end of the day to pick you  
 
up.” 
   
 “Daddy, I‟m scared. I don‟t know nobody.” 
 
 “There‟s nothing to be scared of.  Don‟t worry you will make friends.” 
 
 “I want to go home.” 
 
 “Sweetheart, remember what I told you.  You are never alone. God is  
 
always with you.  Now give me some sugar.”   
 
He kissed Angela on the cheek and left.  Angela did not quite understand  
 
what this meant by what he told her, but it was enough for her to relax as her  
 
father left.  The classroom was colorful, vividly decorated with construction paper  
 
of every color from the rainbow displayed on the bulletin board and  
 
on the door. Each student was assigned a brightly painted red, yellow or blue  
 
cubby that they had to share with another kindergartner.  There were about twenty  
 
students in the class.  Ms. Cinnamon called out the names of students and told  
 
them who their cubby mate would be.  Angela was assigned to share her cubby  
 
with a little girl who stood out because of her head full of barrettes and ribbons.   
 
You could hardly see her long pigtails for all the stuff in her hair.  She had on a  
 
navy blue jumper and a white blouse.  Her glasses were so thick they looked like  
 
magnifying glasses.  Ms. Cinnamon instructed the cubby mates to introduce  
 
themselves to each other. 
 





 “My name is Angela.  Do your eyes hurt?” Angela asked. 
 
Teresa chuckled.  She was used to both grownups and children being curious  
 
about her glasses.  She was born with astigmatism that needed years of correction. 
 
 “Why do you ask that?” Teresa asked as though she was amused. 
 
 “Because your glasses are so big.” 
 
 “No.  My eyes don‟t hurt.  My mother says that if I wear these now, when  
 
I get bigger I won‟t have to wear glasses.   
 
 “Oh okay.”   
 
 “I just moved here from down South, and I don‟t have any friends.  Can  
 
you be my friend?” Teresa asked. 
 
 “Yeah, I guess.” Angela sighed. 
 
 “Do you want to put your things in the cubby first, Angela?” 
 
 “I don‟t care. Do you go to church?”  Angela asked. 
 
 “No,” Teresa responded. 
 
 “My father says that everyone should go to church because it helps them  
 
to know right from wrong,” Angela said. 
 
 “Can we still be friends even if I don‟t go to church?” Teresa asked. 
 
 “I guess so,” Angela said. 
 
Angela‟s earliest memory of her father was of him kneeling beside her bed  
 
as he helped her to recite the Lord‟s prayer.  Together they would begin, Our  
 
father who art in Heaven, hallowed be thy name, thy kingdom come.…”  When  
 
they had completed the prayer and asking God to bless the family and the world,  
 
he would kiss her goodnight and say, “God loves you Angel, and so do I.”  
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When Angela was about nine years old, her dad felt that it was time for  
 
her to be baptized. 
 
“Angel, Pastor Nathan says that you will be baptized on the Sunday after  
 
Easter,” her father said.   
 
“Really daddy, I can‟t wait,” Angela said. 
 
  That whole week whizzed by.  On the morning of the baptism Angela  
 
got up early and laid out on the bed the things that her mother had purchased for  
 
the baptism; a white chiffon dress, white crinoline slip, white stockings, and white  
 
pattern leather shoes.  She picked up the dress and pressed it against her,  
 
modeling in the mirror, pretending to walk up to the altar ever so softly so as not  
 
to wake to her twin baby brothers who slept in the room with her. 
 
 On the Sunday morning of the baptism, the streets were filled with people  
 
as usual.  But, on this, the Lord‟s day, everyone was better dressed and more  
 
pleasant. If people were not on their way to church, they were in a church state of  
 
mind.  The streets were so still.  You could see that the usual activities like  
 
number running and drinking liquor were curtailed out of respect for God‟s day.   
 
Even the winos were less visual on eighth avenue on Sundays.   
 
Angela gulped down her breakfast of grits, fried fat back, eggs and  
 
biscuits.  Her father, ever the army man, insisted she washed, dried and put her  
 
plate away after she ate.  She knew to eat all of her food because she had heard  
 
numerous times about the kids starving in Africa.  Somehow eating all of her food  
 
helped them.  Then the family made its way to Salem Baptist Church about four  
 
blocks away.    
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“Daddy, there‟s the candy man,” Angela pointed. 
 
 “Angela, his name is Mr. Brown, and he sells candy door to door for a  
 
living.  That‟s how he takes care of his family,” her father said. 
 
It was hard to imagine that Mr. Brown had a family.  He would knock on  
 
the door each night at around six o‟clock with candy in a suitcase suspended in  
 
air by a raggedy leather strap around his neck.  He wore the same old dingy ill  
 
fitting brown suit each night.  His smile was bright, and he had a good variety of  
 
candy; plain chocolate bars, chocolate bars with nuts, chocolate bars with  
 
coconut, crunchy chocolate bars, chocolate bars, chocolate bars with caramel,  
 
caramel bars with nuts, red and black licorice, chewing gum, mints and on and on. 
 
 “Mr. Brown goes to church on Sunday morning,” Her dad told her. 
 
 “Why is that man over there almost falling to the ground?  His eyes are  
 
closed like he can‟t see where he‟s going,” Angela asked innocently. 
 
 “Angel, that man is sick. He is on drugs and this is what happens to people  
 
when they are not careful with their lives.  Always be respectful of people like  
 
him, but remember that you have a choice not to do what he is doing, okay baby?” 
 
The stone structure of the church gave the feeling of strength. All the  
 
parishioners were dressed in their Sunday best.  The women who had spent all  
 
week long raising their own families and scrubbing other people‟s homes for  
 
meager wages were adorned in colorful long dresses and suits of all styles with  
 
wide hats decorated with rhinestones and peacock feathers and matching gloves  
 
and purses.  Mrs. Pendleton was equally elegant in a royal blue suit and white hat  
 
with matching feathers.  He gloved hands held the twin boys tightly.   
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Everyone smiled sweetly and greeted each other with, “God bless you,” as  
 
they entered the sanctuary.  Angela‟s dad was handsome in his black suit, white  
 
shirt and black tie. He stood about six feet tall, dark complexioned with big strong  
 
hands that were rough to the touch.  He whispered to Angela the importance of  
 
the step she was about to take as he cupped her small hand in his.  Angela just  
 
smiled up at her dad and shook her head acknowledging that she understood.    
 
 The red carpeting in the sanctuary was to reflect the shed blood of Jesus  
 
Christ at Calvary.  The serenity in the place welcomed the presence of the Spirit  
 
of the Lord, and the congregation worshipped in songs and praise.  The pews were  
 
wooden without cushions, and the very high ceiling was painted white.  Just  
 
above the podium on the pulpit was an artist‟s rendition of Jesus Christ.  He was  
 
drawn with long straight hair, fair skin and blue eyes.  Even though the Pastor  
 
taught that the Bible said that Jesus had hair like lamb‟s wool and eyes of bronze,  
 
no one disputed the painting.    
 
 Pastor Nathan was a man of average height, about five feet nine with a  
 
solid build and medium brown complexion.  He had serious brown eyes and a big  
 
wide smile.  His booming voice could be heard throughout the sanctuary without  
 
a microphone.  With this voice, he would declare the truths of God‟s word as he  
 
understood them.  He preached hell and damnation to those who were outside of  
 
the arc of safety; sinners.   
 
“Sinners and fornicators will not inherit the kingdom of God.  You must  
 
keep you body pure, that includes your mind also. There is a special place in hell  
 
that God has made real hot, and those that are not pure will burn there forever and  
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ever,” he shouted from the pulpit. 
 
 Angela listened intently to these messages every Sunday and came to the  
 
conclusion that she did not want to burn forever.  The Pastor preached that the  
 
way to avoid this fate was to be baptized and to accept Jesus as your Savior. 
 
 At the conclusion of the sermon that morning, the Pastor asked all those to  
 
be baptized to step forward as the choir sang, “I Surrender All.  All to Jesus I  
 
surrender, all to Him I freely give, I will ever love and trust Him, in His presence  
 
daily live….”  The Deaconess‟ had prepared Angela and the other candidates for  
 
baptism by exchanging their regular clothes for white robes which they were to  
 
wear in the baptismal pool. Angela hurriedly got out of her seat and approached  
 
the pulpit.  Pastor Nathan looked down at Angela very intently.   
 
“Would you like to receive Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior today?”  
 
he asked.   
 
“Yes,” Angela answered.   
 
 “Do you promise to keep God‟s commandments?” he continued.  
 
 “Yes,” she said.   
 
They both descended the three short steps into the pool with Angela‟s  
 
heart racing.  The Pastor raised his right hand as he held Angela with one arm and  
 
submerged her in the water.   
 
“I baptize you in the name of the Father, and of the Son and of the Holy  
 
Ghost,” he declared.   
 
As Angela went down in the water, she wondered if she knew all of God‟s  
 
commandments.   
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Her thoughts were drowned out as the Pastor announced, “You are a new  
 
creature in Christ Jesus.  You are set apart from the world.  Go in the love of  
 
Christ.”      
 
 As Angela dressed, she started to think about her baptism and what it  
 
really meant.  She had cared more about the new outfit that she would get and the  
 
special meal that would be prepared afterwards than the baptism.  All of her  
 
favorite dishes; macaroni and cheese, potato salad, collard greens, sweet potato  
 
pie, corn bread and cherry kool-aid.  She had invited her best friend Teresa to  
 
come to the baptism and to dinner, but her parents didn‟t bring her.  Angela had  
 
tried to explain to her what baptism was, but Teresa did not understand because  
 
she was Catholic and did not go to church.   
  
The Pastor made it sound so serious. Angela certainly did not want to go  
 
to Hell.  The summer was too hot sometimes.  Angela returned to the small room  
 
in the basement of the church and took off her wet robe and put her white outfit  
 
on and rejoined her father who was waiting outside of the basement door. 
 
“Daddy, what commandments was the Pastor talking about that I have to  
 
keep?” she asked.   
 
“Baby, you know the ten commandments that you learned in Sunday  
 
School,” her dad said.   
 




 “Angel, God will help you keep them,” her dad responded smiling at her.  
 
Angela‟s parents were devout Christians, as was Angela. She spent most  
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of her youth going to church every Sunday and sometimes Bible study and prayer  
 
meeting during the week. The elders of the church taught that it was sinful to have  
 
too much fun.  Activities such as dancing, drinking, smoking, listening to worldly  
 
music, going to the movies, watching too much television, and so on could send  
 
you straight to hell. Angela accepted this as truth, but was naturally curious about  
 
why God wanted people to be sad. Her parents told her that it was blasphemy to  
 
question God, and so she didn‟t.   
 
Several weeks after she was baptized, following Sunday morning services,  
 
Angela changed from her church clothes to her play clothes and went outside to  
 
play in the courtyard in front of the building. Hopscotch and double Dutch jump  
 
rope would keep her and her friends happily engaged for hours.  They laughed  
 
and shut the world out as they reveled in the blissful innocence of childhood  
 
play.  An awful screech interrupted their laughter.  The sounds of screaming  
 
adults and children and then blaring sirens rudely ended their play. Angela‟s  
 
parents heard the commotion, and her dad rushed downstairs to get Angela while  
 
her mother attended to Angela‟s two younger siblings.  
 
There was a crowd gathering across the street.  All Angela could see is a  
 
woman crying hysterically over someone being placed in an ambulance.  People  
 
were yelling, “it‟s his fault, he wasn‟t looking where he was going.” Angela later  
 
learned that a little girl ran into the street after her ball and was hit and killed by a  
 
taxi.  All Angela could think was, “did the little girl go to Heaven or hell?”  This  
 
haunted Angela for some time.  She could not understand why God would let this  
 
happen to a little girl, but she had learned that there are some things that you just  
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did not question God about.  Her parents said that whatever happens to us in our  
 
lives is a part of God‟s plan.   
 
Angela listened to countless sermons about the deceitful pleasures of sin.   
 
“At first you are having fun, but the devil is in the details, and he is waiting to  
 
steal your soul,” the elders warned.  She wanted to be faithful, but she also wanted  
 
to live her life and to do some of the things that the elders considered fun and  
 
therefore sin.  To them everything that was fun was a sin.   
 
Her father told her that God would help her keep His commandments, but  
 
she was not so sure about that.   
 
 


































 I arrived on the base safely.  We were not allowed to write for the first  
 
three weeks.  There are a forest of trees here; when it rains the downpour can  
 
wipe out a village.  But when the sun comes out, there is no evidence that it every  
 
rained.  All you can see is a sea of lush green landscape.  The people here are  
 
tiny.  They hardly seem a threat to anyone.  We can’t underestimate them though  
 
because they are survivors.  They know every inch of their land and have planted  
 
all kinds of booby traps to kill their enemies.  I am told that they do not consider  
 
black soldiers their enemy.  A few of my comrades are from around the way.  You  
 
don’t know them.  It was good to see one or two familiar faces.  
 
 How are your parents?  I hope they are well.  How are you?  I miss you.  I  
 
can still see your beautiful face.  Can’t wait to see you again.  Well, I gotta run.   
 
Have to do some drills.  Hoping to hear from you real soon.  Take care, and write  
 
me back. 
   
      All my love, Luther 
 




 It was great hearing from you.  I am happy that you made it there safely.  I  
 
was getting a little worried when I did not hear from you in two weeks.  I am  
 
praying that God will keep you safe.  Vietnam sounds like it could be a beautiful  
 
place if the country was not at war.  Maybe one day there will be peace there and  
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you can go back to visit and enjoy it.  In the meantime, please be careful.  I keep  
 
thinking of prom night, and I smile. Teresa told me that you told her how you feel  
 




 Everybody is fine.  I can’t wait until you can come home to visit.  Don’t  
 
forget to say your prayers.  I will write again soon. 
 
 
      All my love always, Angela 
 
P.S.   - Please forgive for the long time I took to write back.  I misplaced your  
 
letter, so I did not have the address.  But, now I have put it in a safe place so that  
 
will not happen again. 
 
 Angela hurried to finish the letter to take some Midol for the heavy  
 
cramps in her stomach.  She felt bloated and nauseas. Her bleeding was light and  
 
spotty.  She was happy that her period had come; late, but it did come.  She  
 
recalled the conversation with Teresa and breathed a sigh of relief.   
 
The next morning Angela dressed for school in dark jeans just in case her  
 
period got heavier.   I am so glad my period came.  What would Ihave done if I  
 
were pregnant? Angela pondered to herself.  She exited the train on 42
nd
 Street  
 
and headed toward her school.  Oh, my God that was a sharp cramp, Angela said  
 
to herself as he climbed the few steps to her school. 
 
 Typing was her favorite class, and it was first period.  She took two  
 
Midols and went to her class. 
 
 “Hey Angela, what‟s up?” Sasha greeted her. 
 





 “You okay?”  Sasha asked. 
 
 “Just my period.” Angela responded. 
 
 “Oh okay,” Sasha said. 
 
 “Girls, clear your desks, we are about to have a test.  You will have to  
 
label each part of the typewriter based on the model provided on the chart.  Then I  
 
will dictate two letters and you will have 20 minutes to type them, ready for  
 
mailing,” Ms. Henderson said.   
 
The walls in the room were bare except for the model of the typewriter  
 
and the rules of grammar.  Everything was covered.   
 
 Ms. Henderson was a great steno and typing teacher.  She made the class  
 
interesting.  Her love of the subject matter and her knowledge about the course  
 
created a genuine interest and love for steno and typing for her students.  To  
 
heighten success in her class, she arranged for paid corporate sponsored  
 
internships for her best students.   
 
Ms. Henderson looked like a spinster.  Her blonde hair was pulled back  
 
tightly in bun, and she always wore a white blouse and a jumper in burgundy,  
 
navy, or gray. It‟s almost as if she took special care not to stand out in any way.   
 
Her wired rimmed glasses fit just above her nose.  They were fashionable enough.   
 
If it were not for the string that kept them suspended around her neck they might  
 
have been the most modern thing about her.  Then there were those stockings she  
 
wore that were two shades lighter than her skin color which was a pale white, and  
 
those awful old lady string up shoes.  It was hard enough to imagine that she had a  
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man in her life. 
 
 “Put your pencils down, Ms. Henderson said announcing the end of the  
 
test.  For homework, listen to the dictation on page 100 of your textbook, take it  
 




 Central High School was an old pre-war building which was being torn  
 
down to make way for a modern building.  Next year all the students will be  
 
relocated to a brand new building on 33
rd
 Street, which would be co-ed and the  
 
curriculum extended to include subjects geared to both male and females.  Teresa  
 
was taking bookkeeping which was thought to be for females while accounting  
 
was for males.  The new school will have accounting.  Teresa was in the hall for  
 
the change of class. 
 
 “Hi, what happened to you last night?” Teresa asked. 
 




 “Oh okay.  I‟m going to Grestedes to get lunch today.  Do you want to  
 
come or can I bring you something back?”  Teresa asked. 
 
 “I‟ll see you at lunch time.  I‟ll walk with you,” Angela said. 
 
 “Alright.  Let me go, I have a lot of work to turn in,” Teresa said. 
 
 Angela went to the cafeteria to skip gym.  The good thing about being in  
 
an all girl school was there was no hassle if you skipped gym once or twice a  
 
month.  The teachers accepted the explanation that some girls were uncomfortable  
 
about gym when they had their period.  Angela‟s pain grew sharper.  She sat there  
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on the hard cafeteria bench motionless until lunch time.  When she met up with  
 
Teresa, she told her that she was going home early. 
 
 Angela got off the train at 125
th




 Street and walked into the Harlem Hospital emergency room.  Blood was  
 
streaming down her legs.  She was immediately seen by the doctor. 
 
 “When was your last period before this?” The doctor inquired. 
 
 “About 6 or 7 weeks ago,” Angela tried to remember. 
 
 “Is that normal for you,” the doctor asked. 
 
 “No.  It‟s late,” Angela responded as she winced from the pain. 
 
    “I‟ll have to examine you.  Please take off all your clothes from your waist  
 
down  and put on this gown,” the doctor said. 
  
Angela stood up to undress and a bloody mass the size of an oversized  
 
baseball pushed its way through her vagina.  Angela doubled over, screaming  
 
from the pain and the horror of this massive blood clot.  She awakened to a big  
 
bright light in a sterile operating room.  Her legs were spread eagle.  The doctor  
 
was finishing a D &C procedure; he was scraping the lining of her uterus to make  
 
certain that there were no remnants left from the pregnancy.   
 
 “What‟s going on?” Angela asked dazed and alarmed. 
 
 “You had a miscarriage,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Miscarriage?” Angela asked. 
 
 “Yes, we can discuss it more when you get dressed,” the doctor said. 
 
 Angela was so relieved that her period came.  It was late, but it came, She  
 
thought.   She had no idea she was pregnant. 
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 Angela dressed quickly, and waited to speak with the doctor.  The nurse  
 
handed her some feminine napkins and told her that her period would come after  
 
the bleeding subsides in a couple of days following which her normal period  
 
would return.  She explained that all tolled this would take maybe two weeks.   
 
Angela cried while she waited to speak to the doctor.   
 
 “Ms. Pendleton, you suffered a miscarriage.  That is when the fetus  
 
separates from the uterus prematurely and your body expels the contents of the  
 
uterus.  In this case that was the fetus which was approximately 4-6 weeks in  
 
maturity,” the doctor informed her. 
 
 “I did not know I was pregnant.  When I got my period, I thought  
 
everything was okay,” Angela said. 
 
 “You said earlier that your period was spotty,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Yes, it was not normal.  I usually bled heavy, Angela said. 
 
 “That was the indication that something was not right,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Did you use protection when you had intercourse,” the doctor asked. 
 
 “No,” Angela said. 
 
 “Why not?”  The doctor asked. 
 
 “I uh, uh … 
 
 “I understand.  I am going to give you a referral to Planned Parenthood.   
 
Everything there is confidential.  Your parents do not have to know unless you  
 
want to tell them. 
 
 “What about now?  Do they have to know about this?”  Angela asked,  
 
worried that her parents would be heartbroken to know she even had sex.  She  
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could not even imagine how they would feel about the miscarriage. 
 
 “No, this is confidential also,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Am I okay to go home?” Angela asked. 
 




 “When do I have to go Planned Parenthood,” Angela asked. 
 
   “You should see them right after you visit our clinic for a follow up in  
 
about two weeks,” the doctor said.  
 
 “Thank you doctor,” Angela said. 
 
 “Be more careful in the future, and if you have any questions, please call  
 
the clinic and they will address them. Please have a seat in the waiting room.  
 
Good luck to you,” the doctor said. 
  
 Angela left the clinic feeling really low in spirit.  She was hoping that she  
 
wasn‟t pregnant.  She even flirted with the idea of an abortion if she was.  Teresa  
 
told her about all the services Planned Parenthood offered, and she was tempted to  
 
call.  She probably would not have gone through with it.  Now she wasn‟t  
 
pregnant and instead of feeling relieved, she almost wished the opposite.  Luther  
 
would be the last person she would tell. She was sure that he did not plan this; he  
 
probably thought that a girl could not pregnant the first time.  It was his first time  
 
to.  Letting him know that she had miscarried would only make sad.  He needed to  
 









High school graduation was in a couple of weeks and Angela was ready to  
 
move on to the next phase of her life.  All her finals were finished, and Teresa  
 
wanted to celebrate, but Angela did not feel like pulling all the stops out.  Teresa  
 
agreed with her that they would celebrate in style later.  She asked Teresa to come  
 
over for a girl‟s night in. 
 
 On the night before graduation, Mr. and Mrs. Pendleton had talked it over  
 
and decided it was time to talk to Angela about some important things. Their  
 
parents did not have the means or opportunity to help them in ways that wanted  
 
to.  They had worked hard and long, but did not accumulate much.  Growing up in  
 
the rural south and working whenever work was available barely provided enough  
 
money to feed yourself and your family.  It was time for a heart to heart about the  
 
future.   
 
This was a time when opportunities were opening up for blacks.  But, it  
 
would not come easy.  They would have to work hard and to study hard. The  
 
Pendletons were aware of all the black power movements that called for social  
 
justice and equal rights for blacks. Most of them were too radical in their thinking  
 
and actions for the Pendletons to buy into their philosophy.   
 
They abhorred violence for any reason.  Dr. Martin Luther King, Jr. was a  
 
leader they respected and admired.  They listened and embraced his ideals as they  
 
mirrored theirs.  Dr. King spoke of peace and of one‟s character opening doors.   
 
He was a man of honor and integrity.  He espoused the value of hard work and  
 
encouraged others to their jobs with dignity to the best of their ability.  There was  
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no job (so long as it was honest labor) too insignificant to be carried out with  
 
integrity. Mr. and Mrs. Pendleton were people of integrity.     
 
 “Angela, you are growing up so fast.  One day soon, you will have a  
 
family of your own.” Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Slow down, dad.  I got a long way to go,” Angela said. 
 
 “Trust me, that day will be here before you know it,” her dad continued. 
 
 “Your dad is right, baby.  It seemed like just yesterday when he took you  
 
to school on your first day of school and now tomorrow is your last day of high  
 
school,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “You are going to make me cry mom,” Angela said. 
  
 “Baby, since the day you were born, I wanted a different life for you.  I  
 
have been putting a little money away for you.  It‟s not a lot, but it‟s in the bank  
 
and it‟s yours.  You can use some of it for college or you can let it stay in the  
 
bank and gain interest.  When you get a job, you can add to it.  Maybe one day  
 
you will be able to buy a little piece of property. The old folks used to say that  
 
land is power over your destiny,” Mr. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Mom and dad, you are the best parents in the world.  I don‟t know what I  
 




 “You make us proud.  Each day we give thanks for you,” The Pendletons  
 
said with tears swelling in their eyes. 
 
 They hugged and cried.  There was a knock at the door.  Teresa had  
 
arrived with her things to spend the night so they could go to the graduation  
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together.  Angela regained her composure and answered the door. 
 
 June, 1978 had finally arrived and Angela and Teresa would walk across  
 
the stage tomorrow to receive their high school diplomas.  Best friends since  
 
kindergarten, Teresa thought it fitting that they sleep-in the night before to discuss  
 
their future plans.   
 
The 70s was a great time to come of age.  The feminists had cleared the  
 
way or at least raised the conscientiousness of the value of women.  The hippies  
 
had thrown off the shackles to their freedom from the Ozzie and Harriet years that  
 
were held so tightly in place by their parents and society.  Free love abound.  “If it  
 
feels good, do it,” they shouted.  Women could have it all. 
 
 “I feel so excited about tomorrow,” Angela said.     
 
 “It‟s just another day.  Although I must admit it makes me feel like I have  
 
my whole life in front of me, and I can do anything I want,” Teresa said. 
 
 “Well, you can.  I am going to Community College and then transfer to a  
 
four year college,” Angela said. 
 
 “”I think I‟m going to work for while so I can save some money, then I am  
 
going to go to school,” Teresa said. 
 
 “That‟s a good plan,” Angela said. 
 
 “I thought you might be thinking about marriage,” Teresa joked. 
 
 “Why would I be thinking that?” Angela asked. 
 
 “Well, Luther was bitten by the love bug. I thought…….. 
 
 “Hold up girl, Luther is a nice guy and I really like him.  But, until I get to  
 




   
There is no way that Teresa could account for Angela‟s very cautious  
 
attitude.  She had told no one about the miscarriage. 
 
 “Umph!”  It sounds to me like you have been checking out other sources,”  
 
Teresa said smiling. 
 
 “Well, if I am, I am not the only one.  I don‟t see you tying yourself down  
 
with one person,” Angela said. 
 
 “You got that right, there are just too many fine men on the planet for me  
 
to think about just one,” Teresa said.   
 
 “You are a mess, Angela said. 
 
 “I might be.  But any brother that wants all this is going to have pay  
 
(pointing to her shapely slender frame.  I have come a long way since those coke  
 
bottle eye glasses and hush puppies,” Teresa said.   
 
 “You certainly have come along away.  But, pay?”  Angela asked. 
 
 “Yes, you heard me.  He will have to pay my phone bill, light bill, shoe  
 
bill and any other bill I need paid,” Teresa said. 
 
 “You sound like you want to get seriously hurt.  These brothers are tight  
 
with their cash, and when they do spend it on you, they act like they own you.  
 
You can have that,” Angela said. 
 
 “I will make it worth their while,” Teresa said. 
 
 “You are a nut.  God bless the child that got his own.  I‟m getting my  
 
own,” Angela said.   
 
 “To each his own,” Teresa said. 
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 “It‟s 4:00 a.m.  Graduation is at 9:00 a.m.  Goodnight,” Angela said. 
 


















































  To the Parents of Luther Lorenz 
 
 “We regret to inform you that your son, Private Luther Lorenz, was killed 
in action in Saigon, Vietnam.  The details will be sent by official government 
notification.  Your son is a hero and will be awarded a medal of honor for 
bravery. 
 
Please accept our sincerest condolences. 
 
United States Army 
 
 Mr. & Mrs. Lorenz fought back the tears as they read the telegram and as  
 
Mrs. Lorenz dialed Mrs. Pendleton while she had some composure.  She knew  
 
that if she did not call right away, she would not be able to call later.  The phone  
 
rang a few times.  Mrs. Pendleton answered the phone.  You could hear the twins  
 
playing in the background.  Mr.Pendleton was at work. 
 
 “Hello,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Hi, this is Elizabeth Lorenz,” Mrs. Lorenz said, her voice cracking. 
 
 “Is everything alright?” Mrs. Pendleton asked. 
 
 “No,” Mrs. Lorenz said. 
 
 “What‟s wrong,” Mrs. Pendleton asked. 
 








 “No,” Mrs. Lorenz said crying hysterically.    
 68 
 




 “He was killed in action.  I have to go now,” she said tearfully. 
 
 “Oh my God, I am so sorry.  What can we do?” Mrs. Pendleton asked. 
 
 Mrs. Lorenz hung up without answering and before Mrs. Pendleton could  
 
ask  about any arrangements for Luther.  Her thoughts turned to Angela.  How  
 




 Angela was home, still depressed about the miscarriage.  She decided it  
 
would be best to keep her feelings to herself.  She did not feel like sharing this  
 
with Teresa or  anyone else. Besides she already felt like an idiot for believing  
 
that you could not get pregnant the first time.  The doctor told her that in a few  
 
weeks her normal cycle would return.  She was experiencing slight cramps and  
 
some spotting.  The weather matched her gloomy feeling. A chill came over her  
 
and she went to her closet to get a blanket.  She stood at the window with the  
 
blanket covering her shoulders and arms. The clouds looked ominous and the  
 
torrential rains caused flash floods for cars on the road.  This was the type of  
 
weather that the old folks said happened when a righteous person died.  They said  
 
the rained washed away their footsteps from the earth.   
 
Her mother could not hold it another moment.  She had to tell Angela.   
 
The best way was to just say it.  She went to Angela‟s room and put her arms  
 
around her and just hugged her. 
 
“What‟s wrong mom?” Angela asked worried. 
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“Baby, I have something to tell you,” her mother said. 
 
“You are making me nervous.  What is it?”  Angela asked. 
 




“You mean he‟s dead?” Angela asked. 
 
“Yes, baby.  I am so sorry,” her mother said. 
 
Angela broke down in tears.  Her crying was uncontrollable.  She cried for  
 
Luther and their lost child that she had miscarried.  Her mother knew she cared,  
 
but she had no idea that Angela would take it this hard.  She wondered how Mr.  
 
Pendleton would react.  She ended up making Angela some tea and tucking her in  
 
bed like she did when Angela was a little girl.  She read some Bible scriptures and  
 
prayed with her before she left the room.  
 
Angela was calmer after he mother left the room, but she was confused  
 
about God‟s answers to prayer.  Rev. Nathan said that if we ask, we shall receive.   
 
She had asked God to protect Luther.  What happened?  Did God not hear her?   
 
Maybe He did not hear her because she was a sinner.  It was so hard not to sin.  
 

















In the Harlem of the fifties and sixties where Angela grew up, people were  
 
poor, but honest.  There were more churches than derelicts. If somehow you  
 
chanced not to enter a church, there was the corner preacher yelling the word at  
 
you or grandma at home warning you about the wages of sin.  She recalled from  
 
her childhood that there were drunks and junkies on the streets of Harlem.  Her  
 
father told her that these people were sick and needed our help and compassion.  
 
They would ask politely for a handout, and those whose could afford to give  
 
would. No one had a lot of anything, but everyone she knew was always willing  
 
to share what they had to help someone else. 
   
  In her childhood, Angela did not have a frame of reference for drugs or  
 
sex, except what was taught in school.  Her mother did not drink, and her father  
 
did not drink at home.  When he went out occasionally with his buddies, you  
 
would hear talk about them having a drink and playing cards.  The hygiene  
 
teacher did not teach about heroin or cocaine.  They might have been categorized  
 
as drugs, but there was no explanation. In fact, cigarette smoking was portrayed as  
 
more dangerous than anything else.  Sex education was not taught at all. Her only  
 
understanding of sex was that it was something nasty people did in dingy hotel  
 
rooms for money.  She had heard this by listening to adult conversations. Children  
 
were to be seen and not heard.  But, adults of that era gave no thought to the fact  
 
that while children were silent, they were listening.  
 
In ignorance and in response to raging teenage hormones, she gave her  
 
virginity to Luther when whispered to her that he cared for her. After she gave her  
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virginity to him, he told her that he would treasure the moment for the rest of his  
 
life.  The rest of his life was about a month later when he stepped on a live  
 
landmine in Vietnam and was blown to bits.  The remains of his body along with  
 
his dog tags were shipped back home for burial.  Angela wanted to ask God why,  
 
but she remembered her upbringing and decided against it.  She was already  
 
begging God for forgiveness for having sex with Luther without the benefit of  
 
marriage. The only person she told about this experience was the one close  
 
childhood friend that she remained friends with in high school, Teresa.  She  
 
opened up to Teresa when they went to the school to check on their diploma  
 
status.  She gave her friend all the details about having sex for the first time with  
 
Luther.  Teresa did not blame Angela for giving in.  She would have done the  
 
same thing.   
 
“Teresa, I feel guilty about having sex,” she said.   
 
“Why?” Teresa asked.   
 
“The Bible says that you should only have sex if you are married. Rev.  
 
Nathan said that your body has to be pure,” Angela answered.   
 
“Well, I think that old people who already screwed everybody they could  
 
made that shit up to control us.  I wonder if Rev. Nathan‟s body is pure,” Teresa  
 
said.   
 
“I wish it was that simple, Teresa.”   
 
“Why are you making it so complicated Angela?”   
 
Angela placed her hand on her temple as if deep in thought.   
 
“Angela, you said yourself that if Luther had lived you would have  
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married him,” Teresa reminded her.   
 
“You‟re right,” Angela said.  “I am starved, let‟s go to Grestedes and get  
 
some lunch,” Teresa said.   
 
“Teresa, you know my stomach has been upset lately and I have been  
 
feeling nauseas,” Angela said.   
 
“Angela, I know a clinic that is private.  I told you about it before.  It‟s  
 
called Planned Parenthood.   They won‟t tell your parents anything. I‟ll take you  
 
there and let them check you out,” Teresa said. 
 
“I‟ll be alright,” Angela said.              
 
 Angela called home to remind her dad that she would be home later in the  
 
evening.  She and Teresa were going to hang out a little while.  No one answered  
 
the phone.  This was odd, her father worked nights, her mother worked the day  
 
shift.  He was always home during the day.  “He must’ve gone to the store,” she  
 
thought. She did not think of it again until later that evening when she tried  
 
calling again and there was no answer.  She decided to cut her time with Teresa  
 
short and head home.  
 
“Teresa, it‟s unusual for both my parents not be home at this time, I‟m a  
 
little worried.  I‟m going home.  I‟ll call you when I get there.”  
 
“I‟m sure everything is okay Angela, call me.” 
 
 Angela‟s left eye was ticking.  Old folks say that when this happens  
 
something bad is going to happen or someone is going to make you upset.  Angela  
 
dismissed this as old wives tales.  As Angela put the key in the door, she felt an  
 
ominous shiver come over her.  She opened the door to a deafening silence.  The  
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door opened right into the foyer which contained a large table.  On the table was a  
 
note.  Come to Harlem Hospital, dad took ill.  Mom. 
 
 Angela turned right around and ran the seven blocks to Harlem Hospital.    
 
She stopped at the receptionist‟s desk on the first floor near the elevator. 
 
   “What room is Gabriel Pendleton in?”  Angela asked almost out of breath. 
 
“He is in the cardiac ward, room 626,” the receptionist responded after  
 
referring to the patient information charts.   
 
Angela‟s heart was beating so fast she could almost swear that everyone  
 
around her heard it.  The elevator doors in the lobby opened slowly once reaching  
 
the sixth floor. She bolted out of the doors and ran to her father‟s room.   
 
Her mother was standing outside of the room crying on the shoulders of a  
 
man in a white coat.  Angela walked past them and into the darkened room to see  
 
the lifeless body of her beloved father.  She placed her hand on top of his still  
 
warm hands as the tears welled in her eyes and rolled down her cheeks. “Why,”  
 
she asked into the air?  She bent over and kissed her father‟s forehead and then  
 
walked out of the room and embraced her mom.   
 
“Honey, he was just sitting down to eat, when he had a massive heart  
 
attack,” her mother said through tears.   
 
Angela left her deceased father‟s room and fell into her mother‟s arms,  
 
sobbing uncontrollably.   
 
“Baby, we loved your father, but God loved him best.  It is the Lord‟s  
 
will,” her mother said, trying to console her.  
 
 “But, why would God take dad?” Angela asked through her tears. 
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“We came into the world understanding that we are not here to stay,” her  
 
mother responded, holding back the tears. 
 
 “I don‟t want to hear that.  I want my father back.  There are so many  
 
things I want to tell him.  I don‟t know if I can live without him,” Angela sobbed. 
 
 “Sweetheart, he knew you loved him and he loved you.  That is all that  
 
matters, and he would be heartbroken if you did not continue to live.  God will  
 
help us. Let‟s go home.” Angela‟s mother said sadly. 
 
 On the way home Angela felt an overwhelming sense of sadness and  
 
loneliness.  Could she dare be angry with God?  She wanted to be angry with God  
 
about Luther, but her father explained to her that freedom is not free.  Brave men  
 
make sacrifices so that the rest of us can enjoy our way of life.  He said that  
 
Luther was a brave man and that we should honor and appreciate the sacrifice he  
 
made.  But, this is different, she thought. Her mother accepted God‟s will without  
 
question.  Angela could not make sense of it. 
 
 The street felt cold and gray.  The people on the avenue were almost  
 
invisible.  As they ascended the three flights of stairs to the apartment, Angela  
 
collapsed.  Her mother reached down to pick her up.   
 
“Angela, please be alright, I can‟t lose you too,” She pleaded. 
 
 “Maybe it‟s God‟s will for me to go with my father,” Angela cried. 
 




 As they opened the door, the plate with her father‟s half eaten meal was  
 
still on the table. Neither Angela nor her mother reached to remove it. Mrs.  
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Pendleton soberly thought of all the arrangements that had to be made, all those  
 
she would have to notify as she braced herself to say her final goodbye to her  
 
beloved husband in this life. 
 
  Darling, you have crossed over from death to life.  I know I will see you  
 




“Angela, you go lie down, I am going to cover the mirrors.” Her mother  
 
said.  
      
 Over the next few days Angela walked about in a trance like state.  All  
 
kinds of thoughts crossed her mind.  Teresa sensed that Angela was not in her  
 
right frame of and succeeded in comforting her and counseling not to do anything  
 
that would make her or her mother suffer even more.  Angela remembered what  
 
her father said about God helping her keep the commandments.  The one that ran  
 




 “God why?”  Is it my fault that you took my father?  What am I doing  
 
wrong?  I don’t know if I will ever be able to keep all of your commandments.   
 
Does that mean you will punish me for the rest of my life?  My father is no longer  
 
here to answer my questions.  So, I guess I will never know.” 
 
 She wasn‟t much help contacting relatives, but she did make a few calls.   
 
He mother took care of all the arrangements.  It was easy because her father had  
 
used an insurance policy to pay for funeral and burial expenses way in advance.   
 
 Unity funeral home on 8
th
 Avenue is dark and quiet, as almost not to  
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disturb those who are now eternally at rest.  Dad looks regal lying there in his  
 
black suit, crisp white shirt and purple tie, with the American flag draping the  
 
bronze coffin.  He looks so peaceful, I can almost believe the plaque above his.   
 
Gabriel Pendleton’s  head rested on a silk pillow in a beautiful silver coffin with a  
 
plaque positioned under a tubular bulb that read, “In God’s Care.” “Is he  
 
smiling at me?” Angela pondered as she searched her father’s face.   
 
 As the stream of family members, church members, and friends flowed in,  
 
they greeted Angela and her mother and told them how sorry they were for her  
 
loss. Mrs. Pendleton, dressed in all black with a black hat and a black veil was  
 
expressionless.   
 
 Cousin Roberta is here.  I haven’t seen her in years.  I always wondered  
 
whatever happened with that boyfriend of hers who lived in that depressing little  
 
room.   
 
“Angela, I am so sorry about Uncle Gabriel.  He was the best. I loved him  
 
so much, and I am going to miss him slipping me a few dollars. 
 
“Yes, my dad was the best,” Angela said. 
 
“Angela, there is something I have been thinking about.  Can I talk to you  
 
privately for just a second?” Roberta asked, pulling Angela to the side. 
 
“I hope you never told anyone about my taking you to my boyfriend‟s  
 
House,” She said. 
 




 “Oh, thank goodness,” Roberta signed with relief.   
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 “I‟m happy to see you after all this time,” Angela said. 
 
 “It‟s terrible that we had to see each other again under these  
 
circumstances.  But, Angela I just want to apologize for all the dumb stuff I said  
 
to you about boys.  I‟ll see you at the house later.  I am really sorry about Uncle  
 
Gabriel. But at least he is in heaven now,” Roberta said holding back tears. 
 
 “Thank you Roberta.” Angela said. 
 
 As Angela thought more about it, she did remember going with Roberta to  
 
her boyfriend‟s house a few times.  Roberta was what the grownups called “fast.”   
 
She got pregnant when she was 15 years old.  She used to take me outside with my  
 
parents’ permission.  What they did not know is that she would take me to her  
 
boyfriend’s dingy room inside of a brownstone on Lenox Avenue.  I would sit  
 
there while she climbed intoa small bed with her boyfriend.  They would  
 
disappear under the covers for about an hour, and then me and Roberta would  
 
leave.  On the way back home, she would share her words of wisdom with me.  I  
 




 “Angela, that was my boyfriend.  We are in love,” Roberta shared smiling. 
 
 “What were you doing under the cover?” Angela asked innocently. 
 
 “Making love,” Roberta replied. 
 
 “How do you make it?” Angela asked. 
 
 “When a boy really likes you, he asks you to make love?‟ Roberta said. 
 
 “What if you don‟t want to? Angela asked. 
 
 “Well, you must not like him if you don‟t,” Roberta said. 
 
 78 
 “My father did not tell me anything about this,” Angela said. 
 
 “He‟s too old for this.  Do not mention this to your mom and dad, okay?”  
 
Roberta pleaded.    
     
     ******* 
 
 “In John 14: 1-3, Jesus said, Let not your heart be troubled. You believe in  
 
God, believe also in me.  In my Father‟s house are many mansions.  If it were not  
 
so, I would have told you.  I go to prepare place for you.  If I go to prepare a place  
 
for you, I will come again and receive you unto myself so that where I am you  
 
may also be,” Pastor Nathan said in the eulogy.   
 
The choir sang, When we all get to Heaven, what a day of rejoicing that  
 
will be, when we all see Jesus, we will sing and shout the victory. 
 
In the eulogy Rev. Nathan gave the family words of comfort. 
 
“Brother Pendleton is resting safely in the arms of Jesus.” 
 
He admonished everyone, “You do not know the day or the hour when  
 
you will be called home.  Make sure you are ready when He calls. You can only  
 
be ready if you have accepted Jesus Christ as your Lord and Savior.”   
 




“When we get home after the burial, I want you and me to sit and to have  
 
some private time.  
 
“Okay, mom.” Angela responded still in tears. 
     
 “God, I know I don’t know you like my parents do, but I want to.  
 
Sometimes I feel as though I will never measure up to your standards.  Most times  
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I don’t know whether if makes sense for me to even try.  You took my father.  I  
 
love him so much.  My Pastor says that you have all power.  You were able to  
 
keep my father from dying; why didn’t you?  You could have let him stay with us a  
 
little longer.  Please help me to understand what all of this means.  Right now I  
 




 Her dad was her rock.  Jesus spoke of Peter in the Bible, “And I tell you  
 
that you are Peter, and on this rock I will build my church, and the gates of hell  
 
shall not prevail against it.” Matthew 16:18. 
 
 
    *********** 
 
 As everyone filed out of the cemetery to their respective cars, immediate  
 
family members were escorted to stretch limousines and escorted to the burial  
 
grounds at Calverton National Cemetery.  Pastor Nathan prayed a short prayer.   
 
He then took several petals of flowers and held it over the coffin and uttered  
 
“ashes to ashes and dust to dust,” as he released the petals over the coffin  
 
symbolizing the committal of the body back to the earth from whence it came.   
 
Everyone was directed to turn their attention to the three soldiers in full military  
 
uniform as they released four shots (four gun salute) into the air, out of respect for  
 
Mr. Pendelton, a World War II Veteran. 
     
 “Mrs. Pendleton, this is for you.”  One of the soldiers said has he handed  
 
my mother the neatly folder American flag that had draped my father‟s coffin.  
 
She nodded her acceptance. 
 
 Following the salute everyone got back into their cards and headed to  
 80 
 
Angela‟s house for repast. 
 
 “Angela, I need to talk to you.” Mrs. Pendleton said after everyone had  
 
left.  Angela sensed that her mother was holding something back, but she did not  
 
inquire because it might be more bad news. 
  
 “Mom, I am going to clean up the kitchen and the living room, and then  
 
we can talk in your room.” Angela responded. 
 
 “Okay sweetheart,” Mrs. Pendleton responded. 
 
 The apartment is eerily quiet.  As Angela prepares for bed, she remembers  
 
that her mother wanted to speak with her.  Her father‟s presence still lingered; she  
 
could still smell the Old Spice cologne he used to wear.  She nearly trips over his  
 
slippers as she enters her parents‟ bedroom which always smelled light and airy  
 
like flowers in bloom.   
 
“You said you wanted to speak to me, mom,” Angela said. 
 
 “I was just getting ready to call you,” Her mother said. 
 
 “Sorry mom, I guess I almost forgot,” Angela responded. 
 
 “That‟s okay honey.  Angela, we never get to talk much.  We all get  
 
caught up in living, and somehow we don‟t really appreciate each other until  
 




 “Okay mom.  Is that it?” Angela asked. 
 
 “No.  Angela, you are getting older, and you have just experienced one of  
 
those unavoidable facts of life; death is a part of living,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “I know, I know.  Do I have to hear this now?” Angela asked. 
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 “Yes.  Angela life is not promised.  We cannot put off for tomorrow what  
 
we can do today,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “What does this have to do with Dad‟s dying?” Angela asked. 
 
 “Sweetheart, he never wanted you to worry, but he has had a weak heart  
 
for years. It just gave out,” Her mother said. 
 




 “Baby, he took medication that helped him to live a normal life, but he  
 
was sick,” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 “Why did you keep this from me?” Angela asked. 
 
 “We thought you would not be able to handle it.” Mrs. Pendleton said. 
 
 Angela broke down crying. 
 
 “Sweetheart, we can talk about this later, I want you to get some rest  
 
now,” Angela‟s mother said as he held her daughter close to her. 
 
 “It‟s okay mom, I know you and dad were only trying to protect me.  I just  
 




 “You already told him that you love him.  He knew that, and that is the  
 
most important thing, her mother said. 
 
 “He was always looking out for us, even now,” Angela said. 
 
 This might not be the right time, but your father took care of us to the best  
 
of his ability.  He didn‟t have much, but he made the most of the little he had.   
 
The insurance policy that he took out for your college education had a life  
 82 
 
insurance payout.  I put it in the bank for you.  It‟s not a lot, but your father really  
 
wanted you to have something of your own.  So one day when you are ready, it  
 
will be there for you,” Her mother said. 
 
 “I love you.  Daddy is the best father ever.  I will never, ever stop loving  
 
him,” Angela said with tears in her eyes, as she hugged her mother. 
 
After graduation, she enrolled in a community college in the Bronx.  She  
 
thought about staying home for a year and then moving out.  However, after her  
 
father‟s funeral she needed a change.  She took some of the money he left her and  
 
rented a studio apartment in the Bronx only a short walk from the college.  Her  
 
plans were to switch to college in the evening if she passed the examination for an  
 
entry level position at Arlan Realty.  She would then devote herself to work and to  
 
school.  Her parents believed that God was loving and merciful.  She could not  
 
perceive that based on the recent events in her life that she attributed to God.  She  
 
made a complete break from the church.      























Damian stepped into the street pretending to wave the bus in, watching her  
 
reaction from the corner of his eye.  “Such attention seeking behavior,” she  
 
thought.  She wasn‟t interested, but his approach was cool when he did speak to  
 
her.   
 
“Hey baby, you sure are fine.  What‟s your name?” he asked, catching her  
 
off guard.  She usually did not talk to strangers, but that evening she was feeling  
 
tired, lonely and bored and decided he looked harmless enough.  What the hell? At  
 
19, it was time to open herself up to a new experience.  She thought. 
 
 “Is there a chance I can get to know you?” he asked. She looked at him  
 
without saying anything.     
 
“I don‟t bite, I am not a mass murderer, and I have a job.  Give me a  
 
break.”   
 
She listened politely as he introduced himself.    
 
“My name is Damian Martin, and I am pleased to meet you.  Just so you  
 
know that I am on the up and up, look at this.”   
 
He showed Angela his work ID; Damian Martin, Executive Assistant,  
 
Madison Square Garden.  
 
“That‟s not necessary,” Angela said.  “I‟m Angela Pendleton and I will let  
 
you know later whether I am pleased to meet you.”  
 
They both chuckled.  
 
“You‟re hard on a brother,” huh Angela? Damien said. 
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“No, not really, I‟m just trying to keep it real,” she said.  
  




“I know we just met, but I would like to get to know you better.  Would it  
 
be okay if I call you sometime Angela?”    
 
“I don‟t know.  I work long hours, and I am really busy.” 
  
“I can respect that, if you are busy when I call, I will call back at a time  
 
that‟s good for you,” he said.   
  
“Well, okay call me after 8:00 at night, Angela said. 
 
“This is my stop, Angela.  I will be in touch,” Damien said. 
 
As she reflected back, she remembered that when she first met him, he  
 
was intriguing, fun, and different from anyone she had ever known. He was free  
 
from caring about what anyone one thought about him.  He had no fear of anyone  
 
or anything.  He aroused her curiosity.  On their first date, he cooked dinner for  
 
her.  It was about three months after their initial meeting at the bus stop that he  
 




“Hi Angela, this is Damien.  How you doing?” 
  
“I‟m good, it‟s been a while.” 
             
“I know.  I didn‟t want to sweat you.  Not only that I have been really  
 
busting my butt at work.  I apologize.   Do you have any plans for tonight?” 
 
“No need to apologize.  I understand.  I don‟t really have anything     
 





“Oh, you are in school?” 
 
“Yes, Bronx Community College.  I am studying to be a realtor. 
 
“Beauty and brains too.  I would like to cook dinner for you.” 
  
“You can cook?” 
  
“I can burn when I want to, and I want to cook for you.” 
 
  “That sounds like an offer I can‟t refuse.  Alright.” 
  
“I will pick you up at 5:30 sharp.” 
   
“See you then.” 
 
Damien‟s apartment was in a five-story building with an elevator.  The art  
 
deco design in the lobby was elegant and welcoming.  The apartment was nicely  
 
decorated, but a bit effeminate for a single man.  The place was oozing with  
 
plants and flowers, matching loveseat and sofa, matching end tables, coffee table  
 
and matching lamps.  The beaded curtains that led to the kitchen matched the  
 
color of the linoleum.    
 
He took her coat and handbag and put them in the bedroom and closed the  
 
door.  She asked to use his bathroom.  The bathroom was painted pink with black  
 
accessories. A quick look into the medicine cabinet did not reveal any feminine  
 
products.  Afterwards, Damien directed Angela to the living room and offered her  
 
some Pepsi.   
 
“Who helped you to decorate?” she asked.     
 
“Why, you don‟t like it?” he asked.   
 
 “Yes, it‟s just that it seems to have a female‟s touch,” she said. 
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 “There is a reason for that.  I used to be married. After the divorce, my  
 
wife left, and I left everything the way it was,” he explained. 
 
  “It‟s very lovely Damien.”   
 
  “Let‟s eat,” he said. 
               
              “Why would your wife want to leave you?  Angela asked smiling.   
 
You‟re handsome, you work and you can cook.” 
  




Dinner was good; the steak was tender and juicy.  The baked potato, string  
 
beans and tossed salad with French dressing were tasty.  They washed this down  
 
with Pepsi. The conversation was light; they talked a little about where they grew  
 
up.  Damien shared that he had been adopted by two old people who were nice,  
 
but never understood him. During dinner Damien excused himself to go the  
 
bathroom at least three times.   
 
“Damien, are you okay?”  
 
From the bathroom he answered, “I have this terrible sinus drip, and I  
 
have to constantly blow my nose.  That can be quite distracting when you are  
 
trying to eat.”   
 
“Well, so long as you are okay”.   
 
After dinner they walked to the sofa in the living room and listened to  
 
music.  Damien sat real close to Angela on the sofa, letting his arm fall on her  
 
shoulder.  Nice move, Angela thought. 
 
 “It‟s getting late, I should leave,” Angela said. 
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“It‟s just 10:00,” Damien responded. 
 
 “I have an early day tomorrow,” Angela stated. 
 
 “Alright, I want to see you again, so I won‟t push,” Damien said. 
 
Damien reached for her hand as they walked to the bus  
 
stop.  His hands were huge and warm.  His touch felt familiar.   
 
“So Damien, tell me more about yourself.”  
 
 “There is not that much to tell,” Damien responded.  
 
 “Well, tell me the little there is to know about you,” Angela said, smiling. 
 
“I grew up on St. Nicholas Avenue in the section of Manhattan that                       
 
  they call Sugar Hill.” Damien shared. 
 
“Why was it named that?” Angela asked. 
 
“Uppidy “so called middle class” Blacks lived there.  My parents would  
 
have dinner parties for their friends and they would sit around playing the piano,  
 




“Damien, that sounds so classy,” Angela said. 
 
“To me, it was just a bunch of old farts trying to make themselves feel  
 
important,” Damien replied. 
 
“I don‟t see anything wrong with that,” Angela said. 
 
“Most of them were porters, maids or worked as cooks on the railroad.   
 
How important is that?” Damien asked. 
 
“Well, you have to look at the times.  This was the best they could  
 
do,” Angela said. 
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“You would say that,” Damien retorted. 
 




“Whatever.  Anyway, enough about that, tell me about you,” Damien said,  
 
changing the subject. 
 
“There‟s not much to tell.  I grew up in the Projects in Harlem.  My  
 
parents were poor, but proud.  My father worked as a porter, and my mother did  
 
housekeeping for other people.   There were no dinner parties.  That might have  
 
been fun.  We went to church every Sunday and were taught to model our lives  
 
after Jesus Christ.” 
 
“Who?” Damien asked. 
 




“I was just joking.  Of course I heard of Jesus Christ, but in my  
 
house we did not really talk about religion. Besides, he‟s never done anything for  
 
me,” Damien said. 
 
“That‟s a another discussion. One day, I will give you a whole lesson on  
 
religion,” Angela said smiling. 
 
“Sounds interesting,” Damien responded. 
 
“That‟s my life in a nutshell, Damien,” Angela concluded. 
 




“Who said I did not have a man?” 
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“Oh, you gotta man?” Damien responded weakly. 
 
“No. Just kidding,” Angela chuckled. 
 
“Whew! I don‟t need the drama,” Damien signed with relief. 
 
Angela did not know what to think about Damien.  He seemed well put  
 
together, but his thoughts about the plight of Blacks was unexpected.  To each his  
 
own; besides she was not planning to spend a lifetime or any time at all with him.   
 
It was just dinner they shared. 
 
 As they approached the stop for Angela‟s building, she warmed to idea of  
 
getting to better acquainted with Damien.  She let him in her heart against her  
 
better judgment.  As he started to kiss her goodnight, she knew that she did not  
 
want the evening to end in passion.  Even though she was lonely, it is not what  
 
she wanted.  She wanted intimacy without sexual intercourse.  She found herself  
 
leading him to the bedroom. Damien stopped at the entrance of her bedroom door.   
 
“Angela, as much as I want to make love to you, I don‟t want you to get  
 
the wrong impression of me.  I am just going to stop right here,” Damien said. 
 
“I just wanted to show you the rest of my apartment.  It certainly is not the  
 
way I want to start a relationship with you,” Angela said.   
 
 A man with integrity, she thought.  She felt herself falling for him.  
 
  “Baby, I gotta run,” he said. 
   
“It is getting late,” Angela replied.  
   
“I have a lot to do tomorrow,” Damien said.     
   
“I understand.  This evening was wonderful,” Angela said. 
   
“I think I am in love Angela. Goodnight baby.” 
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“Goodnight Damien.” 
   
“I‟ll call you Angela.” 
  
 She sat there in her king-sized bed with her head propped up against her  
 
all white goose down pillows, matching comforter and pink silk pillow cases,  
 
feeling loved.  In one night, Damien had managed to erase her emptiness by  
 
making her feel special. She took pleasure in this.  He could have taken advantage  
 
of her, but he didn‟t.      
 
Usually on Saturday, Angela would do chores around the house.  This  
 
Saturday she decided to go shopping to buy Damien a gift.    She wanted to  
 
express her appreciation for the meal and his company.  There was a shop in the  
 
village that she often visited where she would find one-of-a-kind items.  
 
Downtown Manhattan also had the type of upscale stores that would carry the  
 
item that she was looking for. She did not want to buy something that gave the  
 
wrong impression, but she did want to buy something special that would say  
 
“thank you” in a way that would leave the door open for future encounters. It was  
 
also her way of showing her independence in the relationship.  She decided to go  
 
to Lord and Taylors.  She found a quaint brown and black scarf.   
 
“That will be twenty-five dollars,” the cashier said.   
 
She didn‟t have the cash to pay for it.   
 




“Is it okay if I charge it?” Angela asked the cashier.    
 
“That will be fine,” the cashier replied.     
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“The money must have fallen out of my purse on the way over to  
 
Damien’s,” Angela reasoned.   
 
Angela verified that Damien worked for Madison Square Garden in the  
 
administrative office. In fact she went to the office pretending to look for  
 
employment and mentioned that she knew someone who worked for the Garden,  
 
as  it was called.   She resisted the thought that Damien could have taken it.   He  
 
has money, she reasoned again. 
 
        ********** 
 
Later that evening Damian stopped by Angela‟s apartment.  He had flower  
 
in one hand and two tickets to the Knicks game at Madison Square Garden in the  
 
other hand.  Although he appeared animated, he was calm when speaking to her.   
 
 “Angela, I apologize for just dropping by, but I couldn‟t wait to see you.  I  
 
think you dropped some money when you were at my apartment.  Did you lose  
 
$50?” He asked, pulling out five tens. 
 
 “Actually, I lost a hundred dollars,” She answered. 
 
 “Are you sure?” he asked. 
 
 “I think so, I could be wrong. Thank you for returning it,” She said, taking  
 
the money from him and putting it in her purse. 
 
 “Angela, I would like you to meet my bosses at the Garden,” He said. 
 
 “Why is that?” She asked. 
 
 “I want them to see how fine my woman is,” He said. 
 
 “We barely know each other,” 
 
 “That‟s true, but we did make a “connection,” he said smiling. 
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 “The jury‟s still out on that one,” She said, as she smiled back. 
 
 















































Damien was adopted at birth by his aunt and her husband.  His birth  
 
mother would visit sometimes, but she would present herself as a family friend.   
 
His adopted parents treated him well, but he was never able to bond with them.   
 
Their advanced age, and the whispers of well meaning, nosy relatives and friends  
 
raised doubt that these very nice people were his birth parents.  He learned that he  
 
was adopted when he turned twenty-one.  
 
His resentment towards his adopted and birth parents was internalized and  
 
he began to self-destruct. He engaged in dangerous behavior; stealing from his  
 
parents and lying about his whereabouts when he started disappearing for days  
 
and then returning looking glassy-eyed and disheveled. This was the sixties and  
 




Damien was charming, tall, muscular, and well endowed.   A smile  
 
crossed her face remembering the first time he made love to her.  Fire! That is the  
 
only word that even comes close to describing the experience.   Her quivering  
 
body had never experienced such joy.  This much pleasure had to be sinful.  She  
 
had this feeling once before with Luther, only then she was too nervous to  
 
completely appreciate and enjoy the act of being made love to.  Luther was  
 
straight forward and talked of love and commitment.  She will never know if  
 
anything could have come of this relationship.   
 
About five months after Luther died and following the tragic death of her  
 
father Angela suffered bouts of loneliness and depression.  This led to a very short  
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involvement with a college student that Angela met on her way to class in the  
 
evening.  Larry was a nice young man who only wanted sex and Angela only  
 
wanted to be held.  It ended almost as soon as it began.  She desperately wanted 
 
companionship.   
 
Damian was carefree and would stick his middle finger up at anything that  
 
would bring him down.  His only goal was to go through life “zooted.”  He  
 
couldn‟t get high enough.  Anything that was not fun, was not on his agenda.  He  
 
did not even hang around boring people.  Damian was secretive and had parents  
 
who were warned not to disclose any of his business.   
 
“They‟re old, and they will go on and on if I let them,” Damien would say  
 
of his parents.    
 
After meeting Damien‟s parents, Angela could see that there was a  
 
generation gap.  They were so old fashioned; even their home in Sugar Hill was  
 
reflective of an era long past.  The sofas and chairs were covered in plastic, and  
 
the floors were covered with linoleum.  On the piano, sat a black and white  
 
picture of Mrs. Martin, immaculately dressed in a white evening dress that fit  
 
slightly offer her shoulders, with her hair coiffed and her face was made up the  
 
slightest touch of rouge and lipstick.  Damian was seated next to her in a white  
 
shirt, black pants and tie.  He must have been about twelve at the time of the  
 
photo.  He had his fingers over the piano as if he were performing a recital.  She  
 
was smiling as though she were so proud of him. An old phonograph pumped out  
 
tunes from the big band era. They were frozen in time; a couple that had stayed  
 
together because that‟s what people did.  Each knew their role.  Mrs. Martin was a  
homemaker.  She took care of all the housework.  Mr. Martin was the  
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breadwinner (before he retired as a cook on the railroad), and he did the cooking.   
 
Mr. Martin prepared meals in the same way that he would on the railroad, and in  
 
the same small portions.  The plates were small, and it always contained a meat, a  
 
vegetable and a starch.  There was no soul food.  The apartment was so clean you  
 
could eat off the floor, the dresser or anywhere else for that matter.  There was so  
 
much organization that you felt uncomfortable.  Mr. and Mrs. Martin were not  
 
outwardly affectionate towards each other, they acted more like roommates.  
 
Angela felt sorry for them although she was not sure why she did. 
 
 Angela had been on her own for a while and trying to make sense of the  
 
emptiness she felt.  Her life was not quite so organized, and it made her feel as  
 
though she was out of control.  She would cry herself to sleep at night because she  
 
needed something or someone to make her feel whole.  Damian‟s parents  
 
represented two parts that did not quite make a whole.  Neither one seemed to be  
 
complete.  Maybe they thought that adopting Damian would complete their union.   
 
Angela needed someone to make her feel complete.     
 
 
    ********** 
 
Angela got the job that she had interviewed; an Administrative Assistant  
 
position at Arlen Realty in Manhattan and began working part time during the day  
 
while attending school at night.  The company offered room for advancement. She  
 
remembered her father‟s words; “Get an education and doors will open, work  
 
hard and you will succeed,” he would say. After two years, she began working  
 
full time at Arlen Realty.  She rose to middle management at Arlen Realty,  
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earning a junior broker license which entitled her to commissions when she  
 
showed property to prospective buyers.  Angela‟s parents were domestics and  
 
could only dream of a better future for their children.   
 
Blacks, in general, were rarely seen in office positions unless they were  
 
cleaning the office and mopping the floor.  By comparison to her parents and  
 
many of her peers, Angela had succeeded in the “white” world.  She did this on  
 
her own merit.  As a result, she enjoyed some of the comforts her income  
 
afforded.  Mr. Kantor, Angela‟s boss at Arlan Realty favored hard workers.  To  
 




The advantage of being in real estate was the deals that would come across  
 
the table and the company taught their workers to read the newspapers for other  
 
deals.  As the real estate market fluctuated, she took advantage of a buyer‟s  
 
market when she purchased a two bedroom condo below market value. The day of  
 
the closing was on the first anniversary of her breaking up with Damien.  The  
 
value of owning real estate was instilled in her early by her maternal  
 
grandparents, whom she visited frequently when she was a little girl.   
 
Descendants of sharecroppers, they told her that owing property was freedom.  
 
“Mr. Kantor told me about a real good deal,” Patricia said in hushed tones. 
 
 “Did he tell you or were you eavesdropping again?” Angela inquired in a  
 
playful tone.   
 
Patricia was Mr. Kantor‟s secretary, and she had to the opportunity to  
 
listen in on his business and personal conversations.      
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 “It‟s the same thing to me,” Patricia said. 
 
 “Well, I‟m ahead of you.  When I took a client out a few weeks ago, Mr.  
 
Kantor told me that some of the properties listed in the Bronx were being  
 
removed from the listing due to poor responses, and that I could get in on the  
 
ground floor of a really good deal if I acted right away,” Angela shared.   
 




 “Well, I am No. 2 in closing real estate deals; maybe he thought I would  
 
find out anyway.  Or maybe he thought I couldn‟t afford it and was just being  
 
polite to offer,” Angela said. 
  
“Don‟t keep me in suspense, are you going to buy that condo in the  
 
Bronx?” Patricia asked. 
  
“Damn skippy,” Angela responded. 
 
 “Congrats girl! It‟s about time one of us gets a good deal. Unfortunately, I  
 




 “You gotta save a little at a time, and before you know it, you have a nest  
 
egg.  You could also join the company‟s share stock program.  Anyway, I am  
 




 “You don‟t have to ask me twice.  Where and what time?” Patricia asked. 
 
 “Small‟s Paradise on 125
th
 Street, at 6:00 p.m.,” Angela said.  
  
“Okay, I‟m looking forward to it.  Let me get back to work.  Maybe I will  
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hear about a deal that I can afford,” Patricia said smiling. 
 
 “Remember, what I said.  Save your money,” Angela said. 
 
The company‟s policy of deducting non-refundable weekly payments for  
 
contributions to a stock share program helped Angela in her efforts to buy the  
 
property.  The company policy was firm, written in black and white.  The  
 
agreement could only be dissolved and the stock sold when the price of the shares  
 
were paid in full.   
 
During the day Angela was a responsible hard working junior broker, and  
 
at night she experimented with drugs with Damien.  Sometimes they would  
 
smoke marijuana, other times they would snort cocaine.  Occasionally, she would  
 
smoke hashish with him. At first, it was fun.  As she fell into a pattern of getting  
 
stoned, she began not to enjoy it. Going up was okay for a while, but coming off  
 
the high brought extreme high and low mood swings and anxiety attacks that she  
 
had to mask to those around her.  The high made her feel carefree temporarily, but  
 
the aftermath left her feeling void and broken.  
 
 Angela was a great salesperson, but her boss also had a crush on her.  He  
 
told her that he had always dreamed of dating a black girl, but he was afraid of the  
 
backlash from both the white and black communities.  She he relegated himself to  
 
being extremely nice and helpful to black women he was attracted to.  Angela  
 
could only tell her best friend Teresa about going on a few dates with Jack, her  
 
boss.  These times together were usually after working weeks or months to close a  
 
real estate deal.   
 
Although there weren‟t real dates, he treated her as though they were on a  
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date, buying her flowers, dinner and drinks.  But, he stopped short of making any  
 
sexual advances.  Except that one time when the night ended and he pulled her  
 
close as though he were going to mack her down.  Then suddenly, he loosed his  
 
hold on her and bent down and kissed her gently on the cheek and said goodnight.   
 
They never spoke about it and so it was as if it never happened. 
 
 At exactly 5:00 p.m., Angela began to clear her desk to get ready to go to  
 
Small‟s Paradise.  Jack stepped into her office with a big grin on his face.  “I  
 
heard you sealed the deal.  
 
“Congratulations!” He said.   
 
 “Thank you.  The closing is a week from now, and I feel pretty confident  
 
that everything will go through successfully,” Angela said. 
 
 “You know it will.  And you know you can count on me if there are any  
 
problems,” He said. 
 
 “Jack, you are the best.  Thank you,” Angela replied. 
 
 “Would you like to go out for a drink to celebrate?” Jack asked. 
 
 “Actually, I am meeting a few people at Small‟s Paradise in Harlem in a  
 
little while.  You are welcome to join us,” Angela offered. 
 
 “I was thinking of a more private celebration,” Jack said. 
 
 “Perhaps at another time, but right now I have to run before I‟m late,”  
 
Angela responded.   
 




 “I know this man is not thinking he is going to get “some” from me  
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because he gave me a real estate tip,” Angela thought to herself as she hurried  
 




 Harlem was always in constant motion.  The people always looked as  
 
though they were alive, even if they were not always living the best life.  Small‟s  
 
Paradise was a small bar with a big reputation.  This was the spot where players  
 
hung out.  It was the hippest spot in Harlem in the 70‟s; anybody who was  
 
anybody from NBA basketball stars, to famous entertainers came through two  
 
spots: the Apollo and Small‟s Paradise.  Even wannabees flocked there hoping to  
 




It was time to put Damien in the past and move on with her daughter  
 
Shayla, the only good thing that remained from that tumultuous relationship.   
 
When Angela first realized that she was pregnant with Shayla, she was distraught.   
 
She had been so careful, although she did miss a few of her birth control pills here  
 
and here.  But, she had done that before and her period came because she Damien  
 
use a condom at those times.  He did tell her that condoms went 100% reliable.   
 
She did not to want to repeat the heartbreak she felt when she miscarried after a  
 
one time sexual encounter with Luther.  It was years before she recovered  
 
emotionally. The worst part was the loneliness of the experience. She faced this  
 
alone.   
 
She remembered thinking that now she was officially a hopeless sinner  
 
and there was no way back.  God would disown her.  Rev. Nathan would  
 
surely tell her she was destined for hell‟s fire.  There was no way she could tell  
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her mother; she might have confirmed Angela‟s feeling that she was slipping into  
 
total darkness.  Her dad was no longer around.  The truth is she would have been  
 
too embarrassed to tell him.  How could she have been so stupid?  Didn‟t those  
 
girls in her school say you could not get pregnant the first time you have sex?  Of  
 
course, she did not know anything about sex other than what she heard other girls  
 
say.  Teresa did not know much about sex either.  Angela swore she would never  
 
get caught out there again.  She would never again undergo that procedure again.  
 
This procedure robbed her of her peace of mind for years and played a large role  
 
in her walking away from her faith.   
 
Damien was not father material and, and she knew in her heart that he  
 
probably never would be, but she had to keep the baby.     
 
    *********    
 
Several months after Angela closed on her condo, she won a makeover.   
 
Jennifer, her coworker, had recently had her brownstone in Brooklyn renovated  
 
for free gave Angela the details.  A new interior design and remodeling company  
 
was doing a promotion bid to generate business.  Qualified customers, an  
 
unspecified number, were invited to participate in a free drawing to receive a free  
 
home makeover complete with new furniture and accessories.  Angela‟s condo  
 
was selected.  The only stipulation was that her home had to be open for public  
 
viewing two days per week for three months. Her condo could also be featured in  
 
an interior design magazine during this three month period at the discretion of the  
 








Angela called Michael in the morning to just say hello.  As the phone  
 
rang, she remembered the invite from her mother. 
 
 “Hello,” Michael in his usual deep sexy voice. 
 
 “Hi, do you have to sound so sexy?” Angela said jokingly. 
 
 “I knew it was you, so I added a little something extra,” Michael said with  
 
a smile in his voice. 
 
 “Nice save,” Angela said. 
 
 “What can I do for you lovely lady?” Michael asked sweetly. 
 








“I called to say, “I love you,” Angela said. 
 
“I love you too,” Michael said. 
 
“But, I do have a small request,” Angela said. 
 
“Anything baby, what is it?”  Michael asked. 
 
“My mother told me that my little brother, well he is not so little, he is 25.   
 
He is being ordained as a minister, and my mother has invited me to the  
 









“Is it urgent?”  Angela asked. 
 
“It can‟t wait, I‟ve put it off for too long,” Michael said. 
 
“Is everything alright?” Angela asked. 
 
“Everything is going to be fine.  When is the ordination?” Michael asked. 
 
“In three months on the 20
th
 of May at my mother‟s church.”  Michael 
said. 
 
“I thought you meant right away.  That gives me plenty of time to take  
 
care of my business,” Michael said. 
 
“You‟ve been a little tense lately, is everything okay,” Angela asked. 
 
“Yes, sweetheart, everything is fine,” Michael said. 
 
“You know I am there for you,” Angela said. 
 
“I know baby.  Oh shucks, let me get out of here I have to go in early  
 
today,” Michael said. 
 
 “I gotta run too.  Talk to you later,” Angela said.  Later that evening  
 
Michael had an important meeting that again changed the course of his life.  But,  
 
this time there would be no compromise, no sleazy alternative.  As the day wore  
 
on, Michael thought many times about backing out.  This was not an option. Just a  
 
month ago he ran into one of John‟s associates who informed him that John was  
 
out of prison and asking about him.  There was no hiding place; he had to handle  
 
the matter.  He had no idea how John got his address, but there it was a tiny  
 
postcard with no return address, save a post office box in Brooklyn, requesting a  
 
meeting with him. Taking no chances, he arranged to meet with John in the  
 
basement of an abandoned church on 117
th





 On the way to the meeting place, Michael wondered if it was a good idea.   
 
John was first and foremost a ruthless criminal.  Michael had personally  
 
witnessed him stab and slice across the face at least five people.  No one was ever  
 
brave enough to report it. So, no extra time was added to John‟s sentence.   
 
Who knows what John will do when he finds out that I don’t have all the  
 
money? Michael thought.  Either way, I must go through with this.  I cannot have  
 
this hanging over my head for the rest of my life.  I can only imagine what Jesus  
 
must have felt when he was on his way to the last supper.  Well,I got this party  
 
started, so I will have to end it.  John chuckled to himself. 
 
 Abandoned buildings were popping up all over Harlem as slumlords  
 
caught on that there was more money in insurance for those buildings.  There was  
 
at least some respect for God‟s house, the owners walked away as opposed to  
 
burning them to the ground to collect the insurance.  Michael walked as if he were  
 
walking the last steps of his journey on earth.  He walked up the stone steps of the  
 
church and jimmied the door to get in. 
 
 The sanctuary looked mostly intact.  The red carpet was worn, but it was  
 
all there.  The wooden pews were unscathed.  The picture of white Jesus hung  
 
prominently above the podium behind the pulpit.  Michael wondered how could  
 
anyone put confidence in that picture.  But, then he was told by blacks that Jesus  
 
was black.  Contemplating on this at that was all that he could do to keep his  
 
knees from knocking. There was some stirring. 
 
“John, are you there?” Michael asked raising his voice slightly. 
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“Yeah,” John said stepping from behind the podium. 
 
“What‟s up nigger, you got my money?”  John asked. 
 
“Most of it,” Michael answered. 
 
“That‟s not the deal we made,” John said. 
 
“Ever since I got out, I have been working to put my life back together,”  
 
Michael said.   
 
John looked as though he was reaching from something in his pocket. 
 




“That‟s not my problem,” John said. 
 
“I know, but when I went to prison, I had a wife and a son.  Even though  
 
she divorced me, I have custody of my son.  I take care of him, I pay alimony and  
 
I have bills to pay just to live,” Michael said. 
 
 “We agreed on $10,000.00,” John said. 
 
 “I know.  I was thinking you might take this given I had to enforce your  
 








 “But,” Michael said. 
 
 “No butts, I will get back in touch with you,” John said as he left. 
 
 Ain’t this some shit, Michael thought to himself.  Every time I turn around  
 
I get deeper into it.  Let me call Angela right now and let her know that I will be  
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going to her brother’s ordination.  Maybe he can give me some advice. 
 
“Hello,” Angela answered. 
 
“Angela, what time is the ordination?” Michael asked. 
 
“I am so glad you called me back.  I mixed up the date, the ordination is  
 
this Saturday at 3:00 p.m.,” Angela said. 
 
“It‟s a good thing I called then,” Michael said. 
 
“Will you be able to take care of your business by then?”  Angela asked. 
 
“I took care of some of it today,” Michael answered. 
 
“That‟s good,” Angela said. 
 
“Is it okay if I meet you at the ordination?” Michael asked. 
 
“Of course,” Angela said. 
 
  “I have someone I would like to bring, and I know I will have to pick her  
 
up.  She is a late starter,” Michael said. 
 
  “I am going to surprise you,” Michael said. 
  
 “Okay, I trust you,” Angela said. 
 
 Angela‟s brother Andrew was all grown up and fully surrendered.  He had  
 
a heart for evangelism and was setting his site for overseas missionary work.   
 
Mrs. Pendleton was reluctant, given the large number of souls that needed saving  
 
right here where they lived.  Andrew had a thriving street ministry, and Mrs.  
 
Pendleton wished that he would be content to build that up.  But, he said God was  
 
calling him to venture out.  This evening he was being ordained and being  
 
ordained with full rights of a reverend.  The Salem Baptist Church was one of the  
 
most respected churches in Harlem, and people from all walks of life; from blue  
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collar workers to politician attended.    
 
On the evening of the ordination, Mrs. Pendleton, the twins Gabriel  
 
Pendleton I and Gabriel Pendleton II, and Angela sat up front.  Angela had not  
 
seen her brothers in a while, but her mother always informed her of what was  
 
happening their lives.  The church was filled to capacity with members, visitors,  
 
and friends.  Rev. Lloyd Nathan, Jr., the son of the retired Rev. Nathan; presided  
 
over the ceremony.  His father, Rev. Nathan was an institution in that church and  
 
in the neighborhood.  He was pastor of the church for longer than anyone could  
 
remember.  Rev. Nathan, Jr. announced that Minister Gabriel I had been found to  
 
be a believer of God‟s holy word and was called by God to preach the Gospel of  
 
the good news of Jesus Christ, and that was why he was being ordained. 
 
 “Before I continue, I need to ask if there is anyone who wants to be better  
 
than they are today,” Rev. Nathan asked. 
 
 Three people raised their hands. 
 
 “Come to the front for prayer,” Rev. Nathan, Jr. implored. 
 
 One man seemed annoyed that he had to get out of the way to let the  
 
others out. In order not to cause further disruption, he moved to the altar for  
 
prayer also.  Minister Gabriel Pendleton I, offered prayer: 
 
 Eternal God in heaven, bless those who have come forward searching for  
 
a new life.  We pray Lord that there will be a mighty change in their lives so that  
 
whatever was a stumbling block for them will be removed by your power and your  
 
grace and mercy. Heavenly Father, may they leave different than the way they  
 
came in.  In your sovereignty Lord, help them to understand that they can be free  
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of guilt and burden of sin.  You have paid their sin debt in full.  Make their hearts  
 
receptive to your sacrifice at the cross.  In the matchless name of Jesus, I pray.   
 
Amen.    
 
As those who returned to their seats, there were tears of joy and rejoicing  
 
as the church sang, Let the church say amen.  Mrs. Pendleton beamed with pride  
 
as her son Gabriel sat in the seat of honor.  Angela had to admit that she was  
 
proud of her brother also.  She knew that their father was smiling in heaven.   
 
What a long way he had come from losing his earthly father that he did not get to  
 
know to gaining a heavenly father that loves him and knows all about him and  
 
who will never die.  Angela kept looking to the back of the church for Michael. 
 
 Midway during the service Michael entered the church with his mother.   
 
She was of medium build and average height.  She was neatly dressed in a blue  
 
“A” line dress, draped around her neck was a nylon scarf that read “I love Jesus.   
 
Her demeanor was pleasant, even though she looked liked she like life was not  
 
always kind to her.  Michael look somber.  His countenance reflected worry; he  
 
still had a situation to deal with.  He wanted so badly to share his burden with his  
 
mother, but he knew her only response would be, God will make a way somehow.   
 
He decided to keep it to himself.  He would find a way to handle it.   
 
Rev. Nathan congratulated the newly ordained Rev. Gabriel Pendleton I  
 
on the milestone in his Christian journey and praised God for his mercy and grace  
 




“I want to close this service by thanking God for being faithful.   He has  
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never left me even in my darkest hour.  He is sovereign.  When we have given up,  
 
God is still on the case.  May I ask that gentlemen that I witnessed to last week to  
 
come to the podium?” Rev. Pendleton asked. 
 
 The church applauded as the gentlemen slowly made his way forward.   
 
 “Good evening, my name is John Michael Hope.  I have had many low  
 
points in my life.  My lowest was when I went to prison ten years ago.  I know I  
 
was wrong.  I was a gang member and a thief.  I did some awful things, I hurt  
 
people.  I continued a life of crime while in prison. When my ex-wife wrote me  
 
and told me that my son had been arrested and sentenced and would be coming to  
 
the same prison, I asked for a transfer.  I left his mother when he was a little boy.   
 
I abandoned my family when I was out, there was no way I could be a father to  
 
him in jail. My ex-wife was a God fearing woman.  But, I was out of work,  
 
struggling to feed my family.  Most of the time, I was frustrated and angry.  I now  
 
know that Priscilla meant well, but her only words of comfort were: God will  
 
make a way somehow,” John said.    
 
Michael and his mother looked up and took a closer look.  Could it be,  
 
they thought?  Michael‟s mother had not seen him in years.   He had aged and he  
 
was extremely muscular.  The man she knew was of slender build. When Michael  
 
saw him recently, he barely recognized him.  But, Michael knew those words all  
 
too well. God will make a way somehow, and his mother’s name was Priscilla.   
 
The moment Michael fully recognized him, he became incensed.  Michael left the  
 
church that instant.  His mother remained.   
 
“When Rev. Pendleton approached me on the street corner and offered me  
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a new life in Christ, I figured I tried everything else and nothing was working, so  
 
why not?” John said. 
 
 The church broke into praise and applause for admitting that nothing else  
 
had worked in his and his acknowledgement that he had nothing to lose by trying  
 
Jesus.   
 
 “I wish I could say that I changed instantly, but I did not.  I accepted Jesus  
 
Christ as my Savior, and I want to change my life around.  My son thinks I am  
 
going to kill him, but I want to offer him a new father, one who now has a Father  
 
who will never leave me like my father did,” John said with tears in his eyes. 
 
 As he took his seat, he noticed a neatly dressed middle-aged woman who  
 
had not been sitting next to him before, seated there. 
 
 “You look familiar,” John said. 
  
“So do you,” Ms. Gooden said. 
  
“Priscilla?”  John asked. 
  
“Yes,” she responded. 
  
“Michael?” Ms. Gooden asked. 
  
“Yes,” Michael replied. 
  








 “Priscilla, I am so sorry for being such a fool and walking out when you  
 
and the kids needed me most.  Can you ever forgive me?” John pleaded. 
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 “I wanted to hate you and for a while I think I did.  But, God wouldn‟t let  
 
me continue hating you.  He knew that Michael would need you.  When I found  
 
out that Michael was going to prison, I remembered that your sister told me where  
 
you had landed.  I took a chance and wrote you,” Ms. Gooden said. 
 
 “You know, I was in such deep denial that I did not even acknowledge  
 
that I had a family,” John said. 
 
 “You never wrote me back so I didn‟t know whether you even received  
 
my letter about Michael,” Priscilla said. 
 
 “I am ashamed to admit it, but I can‟t read and write that well, and I didn‟t  
 
trust anybody to read your letter for me.  It took a while before I completely  
 
understood your letter. We got off to a rough start, but I did what I had to do to try  
 
and protect him in there,” John said. 
 
 “Did you ever tell him that you were his dad?” Priscilla asked. 
 
 “No, that is a title that I have not earned,” John said sadly. 
 
 “Michael left the church angry.  I know that he feels betrayed by me and  
 
you. When you left I never mentioned your name again.  In my heart I wanted  
 
him to forget the only man who had been a father.  It was just too painful to  
 
explain.  I was relieved when it seemed that he had forgotten you,” Priscilla said. 
 
 “I understand how he feels.  He never expected to see me here, and I  
 
didn‟t expect to see him either.  He probably thought that the next time he saw me  
 
there would be bloodshed,” John said. 
 
“Why?” Priscilla asked. 
 





“I have never stopped praying for you.  God is faithful even when we are  
 
not,” Priscilla said. 
 
“Why did it take me so long to get it?” John asked. 
 
“What‟s important is that you get it now,” Priscilla said smiling. 
 
“I hope Michael can forgive me,” John said. 
 
“I cannot speak for Michael.  Ask him,” Priscilla said. 
 
“Tell him that I am sorry.  When I get myself together, I will contact him.   
 
Please do me a favor and tell him that the debt he owes to me is cancelled.  It is  
 
my gift to him. I planned it that way.  One day he will understand.  I am on  
 
parole, so I have a curfew.  I will be in touch.  I know you have a lot of questions,  
 



























It was days before Michael could speak to Angela or his mother.  He took  
 
off two weeks from the job so as not run into Angela. Three years in jail under the  
 
tyranny of John who turns out to be his father.  This was a cruel joke.  Angela  
 
didn’t do anything to me. It’s not fair that I should shut her out, he thought.  I  
 
think I’ll call her and try to make amends.  She has to understand how upsetting  
 
this is to me.  As the phone rings, all kinds of thoughts enters his head, maybe he  
 
should hang up, maybe he should just start his life over. 
 
 “Hello?” Angela says. 
 
 “Hi Michael, Are you okay?”  
 
      “Baby, you are always so deep in thought.  Is everything alright? Michael  
 
“I‟m okay,” Michael. 
 




 “This is why I love you,” Michael said. 
 
 “I didn‟t quite get all that was going on, but I knew something had to  
 
happen for you to leave and then not answer your phone or come to work.  It took  
 
all that I had not to run to your house,” Angela said. 
 
 “Something did happen.  The man that I told you about in prison, the one  
 
who I became an enforcer for is, is my father,” Michael said. 
 
 “What, how can that be?” Angela asked. 
 
 “I found that out during your brother‟s ordination,” Michael said. 
 
 “Did he know that you were his son?” Angela asked. 
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 “He damn sure didn‟t act like.  Please excuse my language,” Michael said. 
 
 “What did your mother say?” Angela asked. 
 
 “I can‟t bring myself to speak to her.  Her deception is too much for me to  
 
handle right now,” Michael said. 
 
 “Think about it, maybe this was God‟s way of making a way out of no  
 
way for you,” Angela said. 
 
 “Not you too.  That‟s something my mother would say, I don‟t want to  
 
hear that,” Michael said. 
  
 Michael had agreed to speak with his mother, mainly because he did not  
 
accept that she willingly kept this information about John from him all these  
 
years.  He vaguely remembered a man who used to live in their house.  But, there  
 
was no closeness or any type of relationship that he could remember.  John, in  
 
Michael‟s opinion, was an awful man; that his mother could have been with him  
 
at all was repugnant to Michael.  John was harsh, cruel, cold and calculating.   
 
There was no way his mother could make him appealing.  He rang his mother‟s  
 
door, and she rang the intercom for him to come upstairs.  This is the only update  
 




 His mother‟s apartment was downgraded to a one-bedroom.  All her  
 
children were grown, and she no longer qualified for three-bedroom apartment.   
 
As Michael entered the tiny neat apartment he noticed that on the table in her  
 





“Hi mom,” Michael said as he kissed her on the cheek. 
 
“Hi darling, how have you been?”  His mother asked. 
 
“I‟ve been okay,” Michael said. 
 
“You look good,” His mother said. 
 
“Thanks, so do you,” Michael said. 
 




“Mom, if you are going to try to…. 
 
“Son, please listen,” She interrupted. 
 
“I‟m sorry.  Okay,” He said. 
 
“When I was a young girl growing up in the South, there was this boy who  
 
said he liked me.  I was real slow about those kinds of things. I didn‟t know  
 
anything about sexual relations.  Neither did he, really.  One day we went in the  
 
woods, called ourselves going on a picnic.  One thing led to another and the next  
 
thing you know I was in the family way.  When my parents realized that I was  
 
with child, they hurried up and sent me up North stay with relatives.  My relatives  
 
rented a room for me in a rooming house.”  
 
“Why couldn‟t you stay with your parents down South?” Michael asked. 
  
“They were too ashamed.  They were fearful of what the neighbors would  
 
say.  So they sent me away,” His mother said. 
 
 “At the rooming house I was pregnant and alone.  Down the hall from me  
 
was a young man.  He made my acquaintance.  He worked during the day, and we  
 
would make small conversation in the sitting room at night.  He didn‟t have a  
good job, but it was honest work as a domestic.  He had dreams.  He saved his  
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 “Don‟t tell me that was …… 
 
 “Just listen son,” his mother interrupted. 
 




 “He saw me in my condition and asked me about the baby‟s father.  I  
 
broke down and told him the story.  He felt bad that a man could walk away from  
 
his responsibilities. He said that if it was okay with me, he would be my baby‟s  
 
father,” his mother continued. 
 
 “What?”  Michael asked. 
 
 “Please listen.  We were both young, and we had no clue what we were  
 
doing.  Times were hard.  He had no parents to help him, and my parents let  
 
shame paralyze them.  So, we went to the Justice of the Peace with my aunt to  
 
sign for me and his sister as a witness, and we got married.  To make a long story  
 
short, after I gave birth we qualified for public housing.  We were poor, but as  
 
happy as possible for the times,” his mother said.   
 
Michael just shook his head. 
 
“We were not careful about birth control and within five years we have  
 
four more children.  If it were not for the kind people at the church, there would  
 
have been many more hungry nights,” His mother said. 
 
“Why did you keep on having babies?” Michael asked. 
 
“I loved my husband, and at that time the only form of birth control that  
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we knew of was condoms.  We tried to use them, but I guess we didn‟t know how  
 
to,” His mother said. 
 
“What went wrong, if you were happy together?”  Michael asked. 
 
“John adopted you after you were born.  About two years into our  
 
marriage, he was let go from his job.  Those were different times; a black man  
 
without an education and without a job was almost guaranteed to end up in prison  
 
for doing things to feed his family,” His mother said. 
 
“Why couldn‟t he just find another job?”  Michael asked. 
 
“He tried.  I even worked at nights as a domestic when I could find work.   
 
It wasn‟t enough.  John got so frustrated and sometimes he would punch the wall  
 
in anger at a system that purposely kept black men down,” his mother said. 
 
“Sounds like a lame excuse to me,” Michael said. 
 




Michael had been shocked back to reality.  He remembered the frustration  
 
of not having what other kids had and what he turned to in order to get those  
 
things.  He was humbled by his mother‟s comments. 
 
“It‟s been a while since I lived that life.  I almost forgot,” Michael said. 
 
“John had a sister who loved him, but she couldn‟t help.  She struggled  
 
and eventually lost her battle to drug addiction.  He eventually turned to petty  
 
crimes to get money.  I told him that I would rather starve to death than to use  
 
stolen money for anything,” His mother said. 
 
“What about Welfare?”  Michael asked. 
 118 
 
“During those times, if you had a man at home; he didn‟t have to be your  
 
husband, you could not get Welfare,” His mother said. 
 
“That‟s crazy,” Michael said. 
 
“John felt that way too.  He really did try.  On day, he simply did not come  
 
home,” His mother said. 
 
“That was foul,” Michael said. 
 
“Yes, it was.  He sent messages through his sister that I would be better  
 
off without him,” His mother said. 
 
“How could you forgive a coward like that?”  Michael asked. 
 
“Before you judge, you have to walk a mile in his shoes,” His mother said. 
 








“He didn‟t make a way for you,” Michael said. 
 
“Think about son.  He did make a way,” His mother said. 
 
“Mom, you asked me to come over to tell me what John said to you when  
 
he saw you at the ordination,” Michael said. 
 
“I had no idea that I would ever run into John again in this life.  He said  
 
that when he saw you, he did not recognize you.  He was terrified that you might  
 
recognize him,” his mother said. 
 
“Well, I‟m glad I didn‟t.  I might have beat the hell out of him for making  
 
our family suffer,” Michael said. 
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“Anyway, once he realized who you were, he did not know he could  
 
protect you.  So, he said the only thing he could do was to make the other  
 
prisoners think you were a part of his crew,” His mother said. 
  
“He overdid his job,” Michael said. 
 
“It was what he knew how to do.  Son, you need to learn to be thankful.   
 
You made it out of jail; you have a good job and a good woman.  You did not get  
 
here by yourself,” His mother said. 
 
“Why didn‟t you tell me about this sooner,” Michael asked. 
 
“I just didn‟t know how.  I was even grateful that you never asked  
 
questions.  I am so sorry.  Can you ever forgive me?” His mother asked. 
 




“Thank you.  Maybe in time you can forgive John,” His mother said. 
 
“Maybe,” Michael said. 
 
“John said that the debt you owed to him is cancelled.  It was his way of  
 
teaching you the hard realities of prison life and his way of giving you something  
 
he never could as a father,” His mother said. 
 
“What if I had turned to more crime to get the money?” Michael asked. 
 
“He knew by your actions that you wanted nothing more to do with  
 
prison,” his mother said. 
 
“At least he was right about that,” Michael said. 
 
“Would you like something to eat,” His mother asked. 
 
“What you got,” Michael asked. 
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“Some butter beans, ham, rice and corn bread,” his mother said. 
 




“You were raised on it, and you look fine to me,” His mother said. 
 
“Serve it up, and I will take any leftovers home,” Michael said. 
 
They both chuckled and sat down to eat. 
 
     ********* 
 
“Michael, I am so glad you made up with your mother,” Angela said. 
 
“She is the only mother I have, so what choice did have,” Michael said. 
 
“Whatever happened to John?”  Angela asked. 
 
“My mother said that he is a Christian now, and when he gets his life  
 
together he will contact me,” Michael. 
 
“What about your debt to him?” Angela asked. 
 
“He told my mother that it was cancelled,” Michael said half believing. 
 
“Really?” Angela asked. 
 
“That‟s what she said,” Michael. 
 
“You sound like you don‟t believe it,” Angela said. 
 
“If you had known the man I dealt with in prison, you would find it hard  
 
to believe too,” Michael said. 
 
“Maybe,” Angela started  
 
“I am sorry to interrupt you, but I really don‟t want to talk about this  
 
anymore,” Michael said. 
   
“Someone upstairs likes you,” Angela said smiling. 
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“You think so?”  Michael said. 
 
Michael‟s mood turned serious. John may be a professed Christian now,  
 
but his actions will forever cloud Michael‟s feelings about him.  He decided he  
 
would put the money in the bank and let it gain interest should John have a  
 
sudden change of heart.   
 
“Angela, I am ready to move forward with my life.  I felt like I was just  
 
marking time with this burden of my past hanging over my head.  Even though it  
 
still lingers, I feel free for the first time in years,” Michael said. 
 
“That‟s good,” Angela said. 
 
“Would you come on a little trip with me?” Michael asked. 
 
“I suppose I know you well enough,” Angela mused. 
 
“I have a time share in Aruba,” Michael said. 
 
“You never mentioned it before,” Angela said. 
 
“I almost sold it because I didn‟t have time to use and there wasn‟t anyone  
 
I really to impress by taking there until now,” Michael. 
 
“I‟m flattered,” Angela said. 
 
“Will you come with me?”  Michael asked. 
 
“When you get all the details together, let me know.  I will be delighted to  
 
go with you,” Angela said. 
  
    







Tears that flowed as she held in her hand a stone that appeared larger than  
 
the Hope Diamond.  He finally did it.  After two years of dating, Michael got  
 
down on one knee on the plane to Aruba and proposed placing a three karat  
 
diamond ring on her finger.   
 
“Angela, will you marry me and make me the happiest man alive?”   
 
“Yes! Yes! Yes, I will marry you Michael.” 
  
Everyone on the plane applauded them. 
 
 Michael was special; fun loving and extremely sensual.   He surprised  
 
her with two first class tickets to Aruba to pop the question.  Waking up in a very  
 
secluded area, behind two high boulders, on the beach in Michael‟s arms after a  
 
night of lovemaking left Angela feeling complete.  The smoldering white hot sun  
 
covered their nearly bare bodies creating sensual shiny beads of moisture.  As  
 
Angela lay on the warm pink sand wearing only a beach towel, Micheal gently  
 
rubbed her back.  She could see the calm blue ocean water.  It seemed they had  
 
the beach to themselves. 
 
 As Angela admired the diamond ring on her finger, she could not believe  
 
that she was getting another chance at making a new life with Michael who was 
 
tall, mocha colored and at least 10 years her junior.  He told Angela that age was  
 
just a number, his ex-wife was 11 years older than he was.  He oozed the  
 
fragrance of crushed berries and sandalwood.  His gorgeous body was perfectly  
 
proportioned. Almost regal when he walked, when he spoke he portrayed  
 
innocence, while it was obvious that he possessed a certain worldliness.  His  
 
captivating smile held her while his encompassing listening skills flattered her.   
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Michael had the confidence and the ways of a man older in years. 
 
       “Baby, you look incredible. I can‟t believe you are really here with me.” 
 
“You bought the tickets Michael, I told you I would come.  We have been  
 
seeing each other long enough for me to trust you.”  
   
  “I just didn‟t believe you would really come.  Angela, this might sound  
 
like a line, but you make me feel whole.  I am the luckiest man in the world.” 
 
“Michael, I don‟t want to move too fast.  It seems to be the story of my  
 
life. But, I feel so comfortable with you.  I could lose myself in you.” 
 
“Baby, there is no such thing as moving too fast.  Get lost in me baby, you  
 
have my permission now that you are going to be my wife.  Be still baby, let me  
 
rub some sunscreen on your back.” 
 
“That feels so good. Rub some on my legs too.  I burn easily. Um, that  
 
feels so good sweetheart.” 
 
Angela‟s body melted into the body rub as her mind drifted.   
 
 “Are you okay?” Michael asked, interrupting her thoughts. 
 
“Are you serious?  At this moment, life could not get any better.” 
 
“Okay, because whatever the problem is, I want to fix it.” 
 
“You are adorable.  Where were you twenty years ago?” 
 
“I‟m here now baby. Let‟s go for a walk around the island. The travel  
 
agent told me about a cozy little café near the beach,” Michael said. 
 
“Michael, I just don‟t want to make another mistake.” 
 
“I love you Angela.” 
 
            “Kiss me Michael,” she said so that she would have a moment to gather  
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her thoughts.   
 
“Wow, what brought that on?” Michael asked. 
 
            “You,” she said.  As they embraced, Angela basked in the glow of the 
moment.  
 
She had learned to appreciate moments. Later, they dressed for dinner.   
 
Michael wore a black silk short sleeved shirt with baggy off white linen pants.   
 
Angela wore a slinky silk Bermuda blue calf length dress. A jeweled belt adorned  
 
her waist, highlighting the lesser shades of blue in her dress. Michael put his arms  
 
around her waist and pulled her close. 
 
 “You are beautiful Angela.” 
  
“You, sir, are gorgeous.” 
 
 “We are making this permanent Angela.  I know I‟m moving fast, but I  
 
know what I want.” 
 
“Are you trying to say that I am what you want?” Angela asked.    
 
Angela had lost confidence in these words.  Men seemed to pull them out  
 
when they wanted to get what they wanted.  Could she believe them again? Was  
 
she getting too old for this shit or maybe too tired?  Or was this another chance?   
 




“Angela baby, I want you; I love you.  I need you. Promise me you  
 
won‟t break my heart,” he said. 
  
 For a split second Michael thought of Cynthia, his ex-wife; the beautiful  
 
woman who trampled his heart after he cheated on her.  Angela was reminded of  
 






 Journal entry. Today is the first day of the rest of my life. I am so fed up  
 
with the creeps I have been dealing with.  If I don’t do something quick, I am  
 
going to go into a depression so deep, there will be no return.  My daughter  
 
deserves a mother who is happy and healthy.  I’m neither.  I will start with some  
 
rest and relaxation.  Teresa extended the invitation for me to visit her in Georgia  
 




Angela was thinking about how lonely she felt, even though she had men  
 
friends in her life.  There was no one she could depend on.  The man she was  
 
currently dealing with was only interested in having a good time and were scared  
 
off by the thought of commitment.   Terrence, a construction worker she met at a  
 
disco while hanging out with her girlfriend Teresa said that he wanted to be in a  
 
serious relationship.  He never called.  
 
 “Teresa, what‟s up girl?  How‟s everybody?” 
 
 “Hey girl, everybody okay.  I know you not calling to tell me you changed  
 
your mind about coming.” 
 
 “No way.  I can‟t wait.  I am so sick of these trifling ass men in New  
 
York.  You know what, I think I could actually live without them.” 
 
 “Anybody in particular you mad at?”   
 
 “No, I guess I‟m just venting.” 
 
 “I hear you.  You‟re just a little disgusted right now.  The truth is you have  
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 “I don‟t even give a damn.  Right now I am not interested.  And when I  
 




 “Ha, Ha, Ha!  Real funny!  I don‟t know anybody to hook you up with.” 
 
 “Remember that.  I am going to book Amtrak today.  I will call you when  
 
I am leaving.  Just think, in three days we will be chilling just like old times.     
 
Talk to you later.” 
 
 “Ok darling, bye.” 
 
 “Shayla, come here. 
 
 “Yes mommy?” 
 




 “Well, I am going to visit her for a few days next week.  Mommy has been  
 
working real hard, and I need a break.” 
 
 “Are you okay, mommy?” 
 
 “Yeah, I‟m fine baby.”  I just need some down time.” 
 
 “Are you taking me with you?” 
 
 “No, not this time.  Grandma Martin wants to spend some time with you.   
 
She hasn‟t seen you in a while.  She has a lot of fun things planned for you.  Is  
 
that okay with you, sweetie?” 
 
 “Yeah, grandma is a lot of fun.” 
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 “I love you too, mommy.” 
 
The day before leaving for Georgia was spent with Shayla shopping for  
 
new clothes and doing girlie things.  Both had their nails and feet painted and  
 
went to Baskin-Robbins for cherry ice cream.  Early the next morning Angela  
 
dropped Shayla at her grandmother‟s house, and reminded her to say her prayers  
 
at night and then it was on to the railway station.   
 
 “All aboard!  All aboard! First stop, New Jersey”, the conductor roared.   
 
The conductor is good looking.  Let me stop, Angela thought to herself. 
 
 The country side is so serene.  The trees speak a language of love and  
 
beauty; lush leaves in the various shades of green and brown, silently guarding the  
 
secrets of the ages: the sun feeding its nourishment to the good and the evil.  Who  
 
can deny God‟s existence when appreciating the beauty and wonders of nature?    
 
Riding into the sunset, life is renewed over and over.  The trees fade to black, and  
 
the city lights are no longer visible creating a surreal stillness, heightening fear of  
 
the unknown.  Thank goodness for sleep. 
 
 In a few hours night gives way to dawn.   Beauty enters the horizon once  
 
again. Renewal; a brand new day.  It seems like forever.  It was only 19 hours. 
 
 “Next stop, Atlanta, Georgia,” announced the conductor.  
 
  “Finally,” Angela said. 
 
 “Teresa, I‟m over here.” 
 
 “Girl, you look good.  You better get over here and hug my neck.  You  
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gonna have these men down here drooling.” 
 
 “You better stop your mess.  They can drool all they want, I‟ll give then  
 
some tissue.  I am here on a personal mission to recuperate from Negroes.” 
 
 “Girl, you a mess.” 
 
“Where‟s your hubby?” Angela asked. 
 
“Where you think?  Working so he can take care of me in the fashion to  
 
which I have become accustomed.” (Holds out her left hand). 
 
“You‟re blinding me with that rock on your finger, Teresa.” 
 
“You can have one like it.” 
 
“Stop it right now.  No hookups,” Angela quickly responded. 
 
The south is so peaceful.  It‟s hard to imagine just a few years back,  
 
Blacks were lynched on GP (general principle) here.  All the homes in  
 
Teresa‟s development were unique, yet aligned proportionately, and featured  
 








“Are you sure I can put my clothes in the drawers?  This room is so  
 
beautiful.  How do you keep the pink carpet so clean?” 
 
“My daughter can only sleep in her room.  Stop being silly and throw  
 
them things in that room.” 
 
“Joe, what‟s up?”  Long time, no see,” Angela greets Teresa‟s husband. 
 
“You better get your citified butt over here and give me a hug girl.  You  
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look like a big plate of pork chops and butter beans,” Joe said. 
 
“I hope that‟s a good thing,” Angela responded. 
 
“Don‟t get no better,” said Joe. 
 
“You crazy.”  You look good yourself,” Angela said. 
 
“When you gonna leave that crazy life in New York and come down here?   
 
We livin like we supposed to,” Joe continued. 
 
“Sure looks like it.”  Maybe one day I will leave New York,” Angela said. 
 
“You done lost too much weight,” Joe commented. 
 
“You better get away from me, Joe.  I‟m just fine,” Angela responded. 
 
“Well, we are having a barbeque tomorrow night.  Good eating.  A few  
 




“What else do you folks do besides eat?  From the way you‟re grinning,  
 
Joe, I will use my imagination,” Angela said. 
 
 The backyard was a perfect place for a barbeque.  Beautiful green glass,  
 
classy classic lawn furniture; a rich stone mosaic pattern on the table top and on  
 
the tiled portion of the backyard; matching chairs and table with a huge umbrella,  
 
enhancing the loveliness of  Teresa‟s home. In the evening, the lighting gave off a  
 
copper hue.  As people arrived, they entered through the side of the house which  
 
featured a glass door that separated the backyard from the entrance door to the  
 
living room of the house.  Most of the guests were couples.  There were about  
 
three males who came solo. 
 
 “Angela, I want to introduce you to someone.”  Joe said smiling. 
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 “Angela, this is Paul, a real good friend of mine and Paul this is Angela, a  
 
city slicker from New York.” 
 
 Both responded, with “Nice to meet you.” 
 
 “I have never been to New York, but I have a heard a lot about it. Are the  
 
buildings really as tall as they say?” Paul asked innocently. 
 
“Some of them are,” Angela answered. 
 
“Can I get you something to drink, Angela?” 
 




There are some nice looking men here.  Everyone seems nice and friendly,  
 
Angela thought.  But, I’m tired. 
 
 “Teresa, I am having a great time, but I‟m tired, girl.  I‟m gonna turn in.   
 
Maybe tomorrow you can show me the sights.” 
 
 “That is going to be a problem.  My damn boss won‟t give me the time  
 
off.  I‟m sorry.” 
 
 “What? What am I supposed to do all day?  I don‟t drive, and I don‟t  
 
know anybody else.” 
 
 “Angela, I hope you don‟t think I‟m trying to pull a fast one, but I know  
 






 “Paul, who‟s that?” 
 
“The guy Joe introduced you.” 
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“He doesn‟t know me.  Why would he want to do that?  Besides, don‟t he  
 
have a job?” 
 
“He was in a car accident.  So, he will be out of work for a while.  He‟s a  
 
real nice guy.  He was in Vietnam and sometimes it bothers him when he  
 
remembers it.  The accident brought back some bad memories for him and so he  
 
has to take it easy for a while. But he‟s cool, real country and real respectable.” 
 
“I don‟t know”, Angela sighs. 
 




“I‟m tired.  I‟ll think about it.  Goodnight.” 
      
     ********* 
 
Journal entry:  What a day! I almost escaped without meeting men.  Well,  
 
Paul is not my type so I can catalog the thought.  I just might let him show me the  
 
town.  What harm could it do? 
 
Angela awakened to the smell of hickory cured bacon, blueberry muffins  
 
and hazelnut coffee, left on the counter of Teresa‟s green and white country  
 
kitchen.  The empty house was filled with various shades of earth tone colors;  
 
greens and oranges all blended to create a warm and inviting feeling.  Even the  
 
shag carpeting in multiple shades of orange felt plush under her feet and drew her  
 
in.  The whole atmosphere smelled family; completeness.  Suddenly, there was a  
 
knock at the door. 
 
Who the hell could that be? Angela thought.  Teresa and Joe already left  
 
for work. New York paranoia gripped her.  She crept to the door and peered  
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through the drapes next to the door.  Wait a minute.  What is Paul doing here? 
 
“Can I help you?  Teresa and Joe are not here.  They left for work.” 
 
“Angela, I‟m sorry to bother you.  Teresa said that you wanted to see the  
 
sights while you‟re here.  She has to work.  She asked if I would mind.  I told her  
 




“Hold on.  (404) 546-5555.  Teresa?   
 
“Yes.  Hey girl, what‟s up?” 
 
“Don‟t try to act so innocent.  Who told you to send Paul here?” 
 
“Stop acting so citified.  Let that man take you around.  He ain‟t got  
 
nothing else to do right now and he real nice.  Don‟t worry, he won‟t put the  
 
moves on you.” 
 
“Well, alright.  But, I am going to kick your country behind.” 
 
“Ha, Ha!”  Later, girl.” 
 








“Well, I just spoke to Teresa.  I‟m going to get her later.  Give me a  
 
minute, let me put on something appropriate.” 
 
As she opened the door, “Would you like some breakfast, Paul?” 
 







“How about Stone Mountain?  There‟s a boat ride that takes you there in  
 
about twenty five minutes.  There‟s a museum there, and from that sight you can  
 
see almost all of Georgia.  It‟s real nice.” 
 
“Sounds like a plan”.  I‟ll be dressed in two shakes.” 
 
“I beg your pardon.” 
 
“I‟ll be ready in a minute.” 
 
 The boat ride to Stone Mountain was quite enjoyable.  The guide pointed  
 
out the various landmarks.  Even though Paul directed his attention to giving me  
 
more details about Stone Mountain, I could feel his attraction to me. 
 
 “Angela, there is a really beautiful restaurant on Stone Mountain with  
 
good food, and good service, would you like to have lunch there?” 
 
 “Why not?” 
 
 The restaurant had low lights and boasted the most scenic view of the  
 
harbor and the state.  The waiters were nattily dressed in black and white and  
 
served with an impeccably white, sharply pressed napkin folded over their right  
 
arm.  As soon as we walked in, the maitre d‟ showed us a table near one of the  
 
many picture windows. 
 
 “This is a lovely place.  Thank you for suggesting it.” 
 
 “My pleasure.  Lunch is on me.” 
 
 “No, Paul.  I‟m a working woman.  Let me pay.” 
 
 “I insist.” 
 
 “Okay, if you insist.  But, next time it‟s on me.” 
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 I could sense that he was pleased that he would get another chance to go  
 
out with me.  We dined on a shrimp cocktail appetizer; tossed salad and the main  
 




 “So, Paul, tell me about yourself.”   
 
 “There‟s not too much to tell.  I‟m a country boy.  I love my mama.  I‟m a  
 
Vietnam veteran.  After being honorably discharged from the army, I used the GI  
 
Bill to study computer technology.   Before the accident, I was working as a  
 
computer technician with part time jobs as a chef and a bartender.  I‟ve been out  
 
of work for about three months.  My car was rear ended by a taxi, and it triggered  
 
an episode for me.” 
 
 “An episode, are you okay? ” 
 
 “I wasn‟t hurt too bad, but I served sometime in Vietnam and certain  
 
things trigger flashbacks.  My lawyer suggested that I take time of just in case.   
 
I‟m single, but I have a six year old son.  Me and his mother just could not work it  
 
out.  So, what about you?” 
 
 “Well, I‟m a single mom.  My daughter is 5 years old.  I have a job that I  
 
like and I‟m down here for a little rest and relaxation. 
 
 “So, there‟s no special man in your life right now?” 
 
 “Not, really.” 
 
 “You are a beautiful woman.  If you were mine, I don‟t think I could let  
 
you go so far away without me.” 
 
 “So you are a male chauvinist?” 
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 “A what?”   
 




 “No, No.  I meant that I would miss you too much while you were away.” 
 
 “Oh, Okay, good save.” 
 
The conversation continued after dinner, a walk around the museum  
 
grounds, on the boat  ride back and to Teresa‟s house. 
 
 “Paul, I had a great time this afternoon.” 
 
 “It doesn‟t have to end here if you don‟t mind.  If you are not doing  
 
anything later, I would like to take you to Atlanta Underground tonight.” 
 
 “I heard about that place.” 
 
 “It‟s like a city underground.  There‟s shopping, restaurants, discos.  You  
 
have to see it.” 
 
 “I would love to.” 
 
 “What time should I pick you?” 
 
 “8:00 o‟clock.” 
 
 This was the beginning of a personal tour of Atlanta, lasting over 5 days,  
 
that included a trip to the VIP Club, the stadium, The Elks Club, Six Flags over  
 
Georgia, and a visit to the houses of the rich and famous, quaint country eateries,  
 
and other sights. 
 
 “Angela, I know you are leaving to go home tomorrow night.” 
 
 “Paul, this week has been wonderful.  I almost can‟t describe it.  Teresa  
 
complained that I came to see her and ended up spending the week with you.  It‟s  
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true, and you have been a perfect gentlemen and a great guide.” 
 
 “Angela, I would like to make breakfast for you tomorrow.” 
 
 “You can cook?” 
 
 “Weren‟t you listening?  I told you I am a chef.  I learned to cook first by  
 




 “At my place.” 
 
 “Where do you live?” 
 
 “About a mile from Joe and Teresa.” 
 
 “I‟m game.  I‟m going to turn in early tonight.  Six Flags wore me out.  I  
 
haven‟t been on so many rides since I was a teenager.   Thank you for the stuffed  
 
animals you won for me.  That was really sweet.” 
 
 “You‟re welcome.  See you in the morning.” 
 




 “A little bit of what?” 
 
 “Cut the shit, girl.  You know what I‟m talking bout.” 
  
 “Ha, Ha!  No.  You were right, Paul is a perfect gentleman.  He never even  
 
asked for any “poontang”.  It‟s a good thing because I wasn‟t going out like that.” 
 




 “Well, you set it up.  Moving on!  Yes, he showed me all of Atlanta and I  
 
had fun. He‟s a good listener, and tomorrow he is going to make me breakfast.” 
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 “Honey hush!  That country boy can burn some pots.  Make you wanna  
 
smack yo momma.” 
 
 “That good huh?  Well, I will see tomorrow.” 
 
Angela and Teresa reminisced about old times and Teresa‟s hasty decision  
 
to leave New York.  Teresa on one her quests for true meaning in life had taken  
 
Angela to a church where they believed in spirits. After all the people had entered  
 
the church, they bolted the door.  Some of the members of the church began to  
 
smoke cigars and utter strange words.  For some reason Angela and Teresa found  
 
this hilarious.  The congregants threw liquor in their face and escorted them out.   
 
They could laugh at this now, but at the time they were terrified.  Teresa and Joe  
 
lived together in New York for a while.  She left Joe in New York for another  
 
man because she said he was boring, only to have him follow her to Atlanta where  
 
she had relocated with the other man about a month afterwards.  The man she left  
 
him for turned out to be on the downlow.  Angela held the secret of Teresa‟s  
 
whereabouts for a while.  But, Joe was so pitiful, always calling and crying.   
 
Angela broke down and told him that Teresa was in Georgia. He did the rest.  He  
 
found his love. 
 
     ********** 
 
Journal entry:  What a fabulous week!  Paul is a nice man.  I’m not feeling  
 
him in a romantic or sexual way, but he is a good brother.  I wouldn’t mind  
 





 Paul lived in a complex of townhouses complete with a swimming pool  
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and a fully equipped weight room.  His apartment was neat, clean and sparsely  
 
decorated with a dark brown sofa, matching love seat, and a kitchen set.  It had  
 
beige wall to wall carpeting like it came with the apartment.  It was pretty  
 
spacious; two bedrooms and two baths.  The aroma of the maple bacon, fresh pork  
 
sausages, grits, homefries, home made buttermilk biscuits and scrambled eggs  
 
with cheese made me weak in the knees. Home made sweet tea and freshly  
 
squeezed orange juice topped the feast. 
 
 “You cooked all this food, Paul?” 
 
 “Yes, just for you.” 
 
 “Wow.  I am impressed.” 
 
We dined for what seemed like hours.  Each morsel was filled with love  
 
and each more succulent in flavor and each bite more delicious that the last.  She  
 
felt like she was being seduced.  “Damn, this man can cook.  This meal is almost  
 
better than sex, and what‟s better he hasn‟t even approached me like sex is on his  
 
mind.  I hope he doesn‟t because that would ruin the day,” she thought. 
 
 “Paul, you can cook your behind off.” 
 
 “Ha, Ha!  I‟ll take that as a compliment.  Thank you.  If you weren‟t  
 
leaving tonight, I would make you dinner.” 
 
 “When I get back to Atlanta, I‟ll take you up on that.” 
 
 “Angela, I know I have only known you for a week, but I really like you. I  
 
know this is going to sound crazy, but I know what I want in a woman.  Would  
 
you marry me?” 
 




 “I know you are beautiful, smart and kind.  I know that I can only grow to  
 
love you more.” 
 
 “Paul, I am flattered.  You are a really sweet man, but right now I cannot  
 








 “Paul, I‟ll tell you what, if you ever come to New York, look me up and  
 
we will take it from there.” 
 




 “Sure would,” Angela said. 
 
 Angela had already packed her bags.  She said her goodbyes to Joe and  
 
Teresa.  Paul took her to the Amtrak station.  Unbeknownst to her, he had packed  
 
her a picnic basket of fried chicken and biscuits to take on the train.  She almost  
 
cried at the sweetness of this gesture.  She waved goodbye to Paul until the station  
 
stop was out of sight.  A sudden emptiness engulfed her. 
 
 Angela busied herself over the next few days getting back into the routine  
 
of her life and taking care of Shayla.  She found herself reliving the excitement of  
 
those five days.  She shared some of the highlights with Teresa.  About two weeks  
 
later, there was a slight knock on her door.  It‟s 6 o‟clock, in the morning and I  
 
am not expecting anyone. Who in the world could that be?  She peered through  
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 The restaurant café in Aruba‟s south end where Michael and Sandra dined  
 
was decorated with lovers in mind.  Heart shaped seats for two with multicolored  
 
candles resembling Cupid, complete with bow and arrow.  The perfumed  
 
atmosphere reflected just enough candlelight to show the admiring glances of  
 
those so in love nothing else really mattered. The dark straw covered roof sat on  
 
top of a structure that resembled an African hut, only much wider and better  
 
equipped.  When dinner was served, Angela and Michael fed each other shrimp,  
 
lobster and raw clams as they gazed into each other‟s eyes.  Each break in eating  
 
was punctuated with a kiss.  Angela knew that some men could be sweet, at least  
 
at the start of the relationship. 
 
This romantic interlude reminded her of Paul, her soon to be ex-husband.   
 
He was wonderful for a while.   
 




  “I would love to Michael.” 
 
 The sand on the beach was soft and warm.  Holding hands, Angela and  
 
Michael walked along the edge of the water gazing up at the sky.  The soft warm  
 
foam gently crashed against their feet. 
 
 “The stars are beautiful tonight,” Michael said as he kissed her gently on  
 
the neck.       
  
“Watch that, we‟re out in public.”  What’s wrong with this man?  
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Angel thought.  He could not possibly be this wonderful. 
 
  “I want to make you happy,” Michael whispered. 
       
What a contrast.  Her thoughts kept racing.  Damien was a man who  
 
brought danger to her life and didn‟t take the consequences of his actions  
 
seriously.  Yet she fell hard for him, and he loved her.  He was like a child who  
 
had reached adulthood without experiencing the joy of childhood.  All he wanted  
 
to do was have fun.  When he asked her to smoke a joint with him, he knew that  
 
she had never seen one before.  She was afraid to try it at first, but he assured her  
 
that it was okay.   
 
“Baby, I love you and I would never give you anything that would hurt  
 
you. You trust me, right?”   
 
As he promised, it did make her feel relaxed and then they laughed, and  
 
laughed, and then they munched and munched.  The sensation from the high  
 
added another dimension to their lovemaking.   
 
He gradually introduced her to other drugs.  He would never let her touch  
 
heroin, but just about anything else was up for grabs.  For the moment she felt  
 
loved protected. She could ask him anything.  At a red light house party, that she  
 
sent to with Damien, his friends were sitting in the back room behind a table that  
 
contained lines of cocaine.  Each took turns snorting up their nose.  As they  
 
rubbed their nose, they roared with such laughter and freedom.  Soon after  
 
cocaine became Angela‟s drug of choice.  Angela began to distance herself from  
 
her mother and her siblings.  They could not possibly understand that she was just  
 
having fun.  
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     **********   
 
“Angela, I wish we could stay in this moment forever,” Michael said. 
 
“You always know the right thing to say Michael.  Why couldn‟t I have  
 
met you ten years ago?” 
 
“You know me now.” 
 
 Without looking around, excitedly, they began to undress each other. 
 
“Wait!”  We don‟t want to get arrested, Michael.”  
 
“Baby, I am sorry.  See what you do to me.  Let‟s go back to the  
 
bungalow, I want to make love to you until the sun comes up.” 
 
 After the love making, Angela stared at the ceiling, too satisfied to move.   
 
This is a good man.  In the back of her mind was a lingering shadow that she  
 
could not shake. Paul, too, was a good man.  She let herself remember. 
 
    ********** 
     
Paul had grown up in the 1950‟s south and still remembered signs that  
 
read “for coloreds” and “for whites only,” posted above water fountains.  The  
 
“colored” folk had to stoop real low to drink while whites could bend comfortably  
 
to drink.  He was not affected by this experience, at least it did not cause him to  
 
hate white people.  In fact, he never really thought about them much at all except  
 
to marvel at how flat the behinds of white women were.  When he first arrived in  
 
New York, he was amazed at how attractive white women were. 
 
Paul, the eldest of nine children born to a single mother.  He lived in a  
 
small town, and the only employment available was the paper mill.  He was paid a  
 
good salary, but most people who worked there died before the age of sixty due to  
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the chemicals used to turn wood to paper. As soon as he graduated high school at  
 
eighteen, he left to join the army.  He was shipped to Vietnam and fought and  
 
killed the enemy until he was wounded in the leg by a sniper‟s bullet. He was sent  
 
home shortly afterwards and honorably discharged.  But was more traumatized by  
 
the death and dying that he had witnessed than by being shot and wounded.  The  
 
body parts that flew from other soldiers stepping on a landmine and the brains that  
 
he wiped off his uniform when a sniper‟s bullet blew a fellow soldier‟s head off  
 
gave him nightmares for years. At the time he met Angela, he was recuperating an  
 
episode of post traumatic stress syndrome. He used the GI bill to study  
 
electronics.  When he was not having episodes he earned a good living designing  
 
computer technology.   
 
 Their wedding day was special because each had agreed that they needed  
 
someone to love, and were happy they had found each other.  He was a year older  
 
than Angela and a former soldier.  To Angela, army men showed a measure of  
 
maturity and discipline that she admired.  The old folks say that women always  
 
look for a man with qualities of their father.  Paul was of medium build, dark  
 
complexioned, and had a penchant for orderliness just like the late Mr. Pendleton.   
 
They both agreed to a short engagement.  Angela and Paul planned and paid for  
 
their own wedding.  It was to be short, sweet and life-long.   
  
 Shayla was absolutely adorable in her long white dress, white shoes and  
 
her Shirley Temple curls held back by a pink plastic jeweled head band.  She  
 
made the cutest flower girl ever.  The weather even smiled on their union; it was a  
 
sunny 80 degrees with no sign of rain.  Teresa was her maid of honor; purple  
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gown with her tulip corsage and hair in an upsweep with curls dangling made her  
 
look so heavenly.  She cried as Angela in a beautiful white gown and Paul in a  
 
silver grey tuxedo exchanged vows.  The reception at the Marina Lounge,  
 
followed by a trip to the airport for their honeymoon in Jamaica seemed to follow  
 
a well written script.  
 
 “I thought this day would never come.  I am so happy,” Angela said as  
 
they settled into their honeymoon suite. 
 
 “Me too, I have to run out for a moment,” Paul said. 
 
 “Are you kidding me?  This is not the Bronx where you can run to the  
 
corner store,” Angela said. 
 
 “You forgot, in the army I got the opportunity to travel.  I have been here  
 
before,” Paul said. 
 
 “Sweetheart, it‟s our honeymoon.  Can‟t you get what you need  
 
tomorrow?” Angela asked. 
 
 “It will only take twenty minutes,” Paul said. 
 
 “I am too exhausted to argue with you.  Wake me up as soon as you get  
 
back,” Angela said. 
 
 Angela waited up for a little while and then fell asleep.  She awakened  
 
about three hours later to what sounded like animal calls in the wild.  Her eyes  
 
had not fully adjusted to the light, but it appeared that Paul was sitting in the chair  
 
across the room in his army fatigues rocking back and forth with a gun in his  
 
hands.  There was duct tape across the door and the beautiful view from the  
 
bungalow was obstructed with branches held in place by more duct tape. 
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 My God, what is going on? Angela thought to herself.   She jumped up out  
 
of the bed to go to Paul when suddenly he tackled her and threw her to the floor  
 
placing his body on top of her to protect her.  She started screaming at the top of  
 
her lungs.  Hotel security responded immediately.  They were able to reason with  
 
Paul, and they took him to the hospital. 
 
 On the way to the hospital she tried to figure out what happened to Paul,  
 
what made him relieve a Vietnam experience? She had heard about this type of  
 
thing on the evening news, but she had to reason to give it any real thought at the  
 
time.  But, here in the ambulance in Jamaica, she envisioned herself a part of an  
 
on field triage.  Paul was restrained in the back of the ambulance with a temporary  
 
IV in his arm to keep him calm and an oxygen mask covered his nose.  She  
 
imagined for a second how awful the real experience might have been for Paul  
 
and other soldiers.   
 
 As she entered the hospital, she was met by a team of residents who  
 
rushed him into the emergency room.  She waited while they tended to him.  After  
 
what seemed like hours, a doctor came out to tell her that Paul was okay, but that  
 
he was sedated.  She would be able to see him shortly.  Angela was instructed to  
 
take off all jewelry, and sharp objects of any kind were not permitted in the  
 
hospital.  This increased her anxiety. 
 
 “Doctor, can you tell me what is wrong with my husband,” Angela asked  
 
with worry in her voice. 
 
 “I understand you are on your honeymoon.  I am so sorry this happened to  
 
you at this time,” the doctor said. 
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 “Thank you,” Angela said. 
 
 “Your husband will be alright.  He will need a lot of love and support to  
 
overcome the trauma of combat,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Pardon?”  Angela said. 
 
 “Your husband is Vietnam War veteran, correct?” The doctor inquired. 
 
 “Yes, he is, but that was a couple of years ago,” Angela said. 
 
 “Mrs. Tarsis?” The doctor asked. 
 
 “Yes,” Angela said. 
 
 “Your husband is suffering from Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome.  This is  
 
the replaying of a very stressful event or series of events.  In your husband‟s case  
 
it is the awful things that he witnessed in the war.  The constant threat of being  
 
killed, hand to hand combat, watching soldiers kill enemy soldiers and witnessing  
 
enemy soldiers kill American troops was more than the mind could handle.  On  
 




 “Was it me?” Angela asked sheepishly. 
 
 “I doubt that. It would have happened before.  The serenity of this place  
 
with all the greenery and the still and darkness of the night may have triggered a  
 
scene for him. Marriage can also be a stressful event,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Should I be in fear of my life?” Angela asked. 
 
 “No, in this particular he did not kill anyone, so he reverts to the protective  
 
role in combat,” the doctor said. 
 
 “Can I see him now?‟‟ Angela asked. 
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 Paul was in a room without a window that had bars on the doors and it  
 
required a key to enter and to leave.  It looked more like a jail cell than a room in  
 
the hospital.  The room contained only a small cot that did not have any linen on  
 
it.  Tears welled in Angela‟s eyes.     
 
 “Are you okay,” Angela asked as she embraced Paul. 
 
 “I‟m sorry.  This is the first time this has ever happened to me,” Paul said. 
 
 “The doctor told me what you are experiencing,” Angela said. 
 
 “Yes, Post Traumatic Stress Syndrome.  It means that certain smells,  
 
places, people, and so on can trigger an episode where I relive some part of my  
 
combat experience,” Paul said. 
 
 “That sounds so scary,” Angela said. 
 
 “The doctor said it is scary, but it is not dangerous because I never killed  
 
anyone in Vietnam.   
 
 “You didn‟t have to fight?” Angela asked. 
 
“Yes.  But, my orders were to stand guard.  From time to time, I engaged  
 
in hand to hand combat with the Vietcong.  To fend them off, sometimes I had to  
 
use a weapon, mostly a combat knife.  My fellow troops came along and either  
 
killed or captured the enemy soldiers. 
 
Angela trusted that what the doctor said was correct.   She could not wait  
 
to get her husband away from their secluded honeymoon bungalow.  She called  
 
the travel agency and arranged to transfer to a resort that surrounded by hotels and  
 
more light. They both agreed that they would consummate the marriage when  
 
they got back home.      
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   ********** 
 
 Momentarily ending Angela‟s drifting in time, Michael wrapped his big  
 
strong arms around her, cuddling her to him.  She gently kissed him, returning to  
 
her thoughts.   
 
Angela was torn apart by the way things had turned out.  But, she was  
 
willing to try to make things work.  She wanted so badly to make the marriage  
 
work that she overlooked several bouts of Post Traumatic Stress over the years.   
 
Paul was loving, attentive and a generous provider.  But, he had a dark side that  
 
went further than his episodes.  The final straw came when Angela saw him  
 
standing over their newborn daughter‟s crib with an empty gun. He was  
 
hospitalized for a few weeks.  Upon visiting the hospital, Angela was confronted  
 
by an Asian woman waiting to visit Paul.  She had never seen this woman before,  
 
and she knew that she was not a co-worker.  The doctor told Angela that the  
 
woman was Paul‟s wife.   
 
 The woman was not his wife, but she had met him while he was on his  
 
tour of duty in Vietnam and he had fathered a son with her.  When she arrived in  
 
the states she looked him up.  They had been having an on again/off again affair  
 




 Angela decided that this was not what she signed on for.  She thought his  
 
distance in their relationship was his illness.  But, he was dishonest as well.  The  
 
marriage vows that she had taken; in sickness and in health, for richer or poorer,  
 
for better or worse were as far as she was willing to go.  He had exceeded that.   
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She filed for divorce.   
 
Angela knew that he still loved her and she loved him, but he could not  
 
overcome the demons that kept surfacing for him.  He insisted that he leave on his  
 
on terms and in his own time.  He did not want their daughter Kim to feel that he  
 
was abandoning her because he and Angela could not get beyond the troubles in  
 
their marriage.  Years dragged on before the divorce papers were finalized. 
   
     ********** 



































Chapter 18   
 
 
Angela wanted to find lasting happiness, but was mostly perplexed about  
 
life.  All her life, she felt something was missing.  There was a void that  
 
seemingly nothing could fill.  Others seemed to have everything together while  
 
she struggled to make sense of something so basic as to where to live and how to  
 
choose a mate.  Coming of age in the 70s presented some challenges.  The drug  
 
culture was prevalent; if it feels good do it, was the mantra.  Her religious  
 
upbringing provided enough guilt to keep her from getting totally absorbed in the  
 
culture.   
  
 The first time she ever tried drugs was with Damien after they had been  
 
seeing each other for a while.  He made it seem natural.  Everything about their  
 
relationship was spontaneous and without a lot of thought.  If youth could be  
 
blamed for enjoying life, then they were guilty.  Damien felt guilty about nothing.  
 




 It was a rainy Saturday afternoon and Angela and Damien were cuddled  
 
up on her huge sofa.  Angela had spent quality time with Damien and had come to  
 
trust him.  He had taken her on several shopping sprees and, they enjoyed  
 
concerts at the Garden; and he got free tickets.  She knew that he got high, but it  
 
didn‟t seem to affect his going to work or the way he treated her.  Today she felt  
 
especially close to him.  At times he was so vulnerable.  She heard how adopted  
 
children deep down never feel loved.  She had so much love in her to give, and  
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now she wanted to give it to him. With all the losses in her life, she needed  
 
someone to love and someone to love her back. 
 
 “Would you like something to eat?” Angela asked. 
 
 “Yes, thanks,” Damien said. 
 
 “I made some smothered chicken last night, I‟ll heat it up,” Angela said. 
 
 “Sounds good,” Damien said. 
 
 “Would you like a glass of wine,” Angela asked. 
 
 “Sure,” Damien said. 
 
 “Why don‟t you put on the Ohio Players,” Angela asked. 
 
 “Any particular cut?” Damien asked. 
 
 “No, let the album play,” Angela said. 
 
 After eating, they just lay there reminiscing about when they first met and  
 
how he thought Angela would not give him the time of day.  He won Angela over  
 
the night he cooked dinner for her and took her home afterwards.  He was the  
 
perfect gentlemen.  She was a little concerned about the money that was missing,  
 
but he more than made up for that.  She reasoned that she was mistaken about  
 
that.  As they lay there, Damien got a little fidgety and reached in his pocket for  
 
some bamboo paper and a cellophane bag containing weed.  It was not the first  
 
time she had seen weed.  She first saw it in high school when she hung out with  
 
Sasha.  Damien had also rolled some joints in her presence.  At first, she was  
 
alarmed.  But, as time wore on, it didn‟t seem so bad. 
 
 “Would you like to try some” Damien asked offering her the freshly rolled  
joint. 
 
 “I never have.  I don‟t see the purpose,” Angela said. 
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 “It just relaxes you.  But, you won‟t know unless you try it,” Damien said. 
 
 “My friend Sasha, you met her, smoked all the time.  In high school, I  
 
used to go to her house.  She tried to get me to smoke, but I had no interest in  
 
trying.  She used to blow smoke in my face, but I still refused.   
 
 “Try it. If you don‟t like it, never smoke again,” Damien said. 
 
 “I know this is going to sound corny, but in school we were taught that  
 
Marijuana is gateway drug.  The hygiene teacher said that it will make you want  
 
to move on to hard drugs like heroine.  I grew up in Harlem, and I saw what  
 
heroine did to people.   I will never touch that stuff,” Angela said. 
 
 “Well, I have been smoking for a while, and I am not a heroine addict.   
 
When you smoke weed, you just get mellow.  If you sip a little wine with it, it just  
 
boosts your head. But, if you are uncomfortable, then don‟t try it,” Damien said. 
 
 “I guess it can‟t hurt to try it once,” Angela said. 
 




 “Easy,” Damien said. 
 
 “That‟s enough,” Angela said. 
 
 “Take a sip of wine,” Damien said. 
 
 “I don‟t feel any different,” Angela said as she sipped the wine. 
 
 “You really don‟t smoke,” Damien said. 
 
 Angela sat there, and her mind began to wander.  She could see Luther  
 
clearly in her mind‟s eye.  He looked content.  This brought tears to Angela‟s eyes  
 
as she remembered how alive he was and how eager he was to serve his country.   
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All he received in returned was a medal of honor for bravery for being blown to  
 
bits.  His mother had only memories and the flag of the United States of America  
 
in the place of her son.  Angela could not stop the tears. 
 
 “What‟s wrong?” Damien asked. 
 
 “I don‟t know.  I just started thinking about a friend who got killed in  
 
Vietnam and it just made me sad,” Angela said. 
 
 “When did he die?” Damien asked. 
 




 “I‟ll be okay,” Angela said. 
 
 “I‟m hungry again,” Damien said. 
 
 “Me too,” Angela said. 
 




 “Sounds good to me,” Damien said.  
  
 

















Chapter 19  
 
Damian, introduced Angela to a world of sex, drugs and rock and roll and  
 
some violence.  In some strange way she thought Damien also represented true  
 
love.  He loved her with judgment.  In her mind was always the lingering thought  
 
of right and wrong.  In Damien‟s world, right and wrong did not exist.  He lived  
 
as he saw fit, and this did not seem to bother him. However, reality had a way of  
 
creeping in bringing problems that made Angela take another look at Damien‟s  
 
way of life.   She would never forget the day Damian brought danger to her home  
 
and left her traumatized. 
 
Bang, Bang!!  An urgent knock at the door meant someone was seriously  
 
trying to gain entry.  As Angela opened the door, a small framed young Caucasian  
 
man, almost pushing his way in, demanding to speak with Damian.  Damian had a  
 
look of surprise, more like shock, on his face.  Lennie threw a packet of white  
 
powder on the table.   
 
“This is baby powder,” Lennie shouted. 
 
He pulled a gun and pointed with his hand that we should move into the  
 
living room and sit down.    
 
“I want my fucking money back, that bullshit you sold me was nothing but  
 
baby powder and sugar,” He screamed. 
 
 Damien screamed, “Yo, my man, calm down!  There must be some  
 
mistake.  Put  that shit away.  Sit down man.  I got ripped off by my supplier.  I  
 
got another package.”  
 
Lennie calms down a little while still holding the gun.  Damien goes to  
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one of his stashes on the side of the arm chair and pulls out a folded piece of foil,  
 
dumped the contents on the table and pulls out a straw and begins to snort a few  
 
lines. He directs Lennie to taste it first.  Lennie taps it with his finger and puts  
 
some on the tip of his tongue.  He shakes his head in approval. 
 
“Now will you put that shit away, Damien says referring to the gun.  
 
Lennie does not immediately comply.  Damien pulled out a joint that he had in his  
 
pocket and lit it. He took a few tokes and passed it to Lennie, who also takes a  
 
few tokes.  Angela is sitting on the couch in fear and shock and disbelief. Lennie  
 
was mellow enough to put the gun down, but he would not permit anyone to leave  
 
the living room.  Damian replaced the cocaine that he had ripped him off for.   
 
 “You know shit happens man.  I got fucked and it wasn‟t like I could send  
 
out notices and shit,” Damian said. 
 
“I was ready to shoot your ass.  But, it‟s cool.  This shit is alright.” 
 
Lenny left smiling and shaking hands and making pleasantries with  
 
Damian.  Angela was mortified, not to mention terrified.  She stood frozen in fear  
 
at the thought of what might have happened.  It became crystal at that moment  
 
who she was dealing with; an addict, a drug dealer, and a crook.  She confronted  
 
him.  Somehow when he took her in his arms, his explanations made sense.   He  
 
held her gently and explained how he would never endanger her and Shayla.  This  
 
time it wasn‟t enough.  This was not the first time that Angela had caught Damian  
 
in a lie.   
 
Lennie was one of those yuppie white boys who used to come to the hood  
 
to cop and then go back to the suburbs.  This time Damien had gotten careless.   
 
 157 
An acquaintance of an acquaintance who had also gotten ripped off gave up the  
 
411.   
 
“Damian, what in the hell was that?  Whatever you are into is putting my  
 
life and Shayla‟s life in danger.  She is in the room sleeping, he could have killed  
 
us,” Angela said crying hysterically.   
 
“He said, I don‟t know what happened.  Half reassuringly, Henry said,  
 
“He must have copped somewhere else and is trying to get over.” 
 
“Get over? Then why did you replace it?   
 
“He quipped, It‟s good for business.” 
 
“Business?  When did you go into business?  Are you in business?” 
 
“Baby, don‟t worry about it, he said.  I‟m handling it.” 
 
“I‟m leaving,” Angela threatened. 
 
“You can‟t leave, I won‟t let you,” Damian said. 
  
Damien had a way of closing a subject without consent.  Somehow it  
 




 “Damien, I love you.  But this is the end of road for us.  We both could  
 
have been killed tonight.  This not the life I want live,” Angela said. 
 




 “I have been thinking about this awhile.  I didn‟t want to accuse you, but  
 





 “You calling me a thief?”  Damien asked. 
 
 “We‟ve been through this before.  I don‟t want to argue,” Angela said. 
 
 “ Alright, I‟m sorry.  I didn‟t want to tell.  I lost my job and so I have to do  
 
some things I am not proud of,” Damien said. 
 
 “I‟ll help you anyway I can, but I know that this lifestyle is not right.  I  
 
can‟t do it any longer.  I am asking you to be a man and leave,” Angela said. 
 
 “Where am I supposed to go?”  Damien asked. 
 
 “I am sure that your parents will let you stay with them,” Angela said. 
 
 “You don‟t love me no more?” Damien asked. 
 
 “Yes, I do, but I can‟t live with you anymore. 
 
 “Can I still see you?”  Damien asked. 
 
 “I think it would be best if we just end it,” Angela said. 
 
 




























As Angela lay next to Michael, she wondered if she was falling in love  
 
again too quickly for the wrong reasons.  Angela and Michael could not get  
 
enough of each other. For a year and a half they wined and dined each other;  
 
made love, laughed and shared family and friends.  Michael‟s son accompanied  
 
them on a trip upstate to visit some of Angela‟s friends.  The yellow and auburn  
 
leaves blended into an extended mural of fall shades as they traveled upstate.   
 
“When we get there, I am going to kick your butt at spades.”   
 
“I am the best, Angela.  But, every now and then a “chump,” I mean a  
 
champion comes along.” 
 
“Ha! Ha!  You got jokes.” 
 
 Once there, Michael‟s son took a nature walk, went biking, swimming and  
 
barbequed.  Michael lost at cards.  Angela emerged a champion.  They let each  
 
other into a special place in their hearts. This was a wonderful time.  Michael  
 
talked openly about past commitments and his inability to find a woman who held  
 
his interest for any real length of time.  Angela let it be known that she stayed  
 
with her emotionally distant husband for years because she feared being alone. 
    
         ********** 
About a year and a half into their relationship, Michael was not as  
 
attentive as he had been, and he did not return phone calls as quickly as he used  
 
to.  He would say that he got tied up and would do better.  Angela pressed  
 
Michael because he had spoiled her with constant attention and tender treatment.  
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Now he seemed to be pulling back.  He told Angela that there were several  
 
women in his life who now wanted to have a serious relationship with him, but he  
 
wasn‟t interested in them.  Worried, Angela made a date to meet Michael at City  
 
Island at one of their favorite spots there. 
 
“Sweetheart, we agreed to be honest with each other.  What‟s going on?” 
 
“Baby, I don‟t know.  I am so confused.  I know that I love you.” 
 
“You have been pulling back?  Is there someone else Michael?” 
 
“No.  There is no one else.  I just need time.” 
 
Michael was sincere when he told Angela he was in love with her.  She  
 
aroused all of his fears and his desire to be sincere. Women had lied to him and he  
 
had lied to them in the past.  His father was deceitful, and his mother had lied to  
 
him about his father.  Women were just as deceitful as men.  How was he to put  
 
trust in a woman? What assurance did he have that this woman would remain  
 
true?  Could he sustain a relationship? Did he want to?  Was this really the right  
 
one?  After all, she is coming out of a failed marriage.  This was his third serious  
 
relationship. In his recurring nightmare, a masked individual is pursuing him.  He  
 
had a debt to pay.  When you bargain with the devil, he will come to collect.  He  
 
had to handle his business.    
 
 
`       ********** 
 
 Michael regretted that he had grown up too fast and had experiences way  
 
beyond his years.  He married way too young.  He thought he was in love with  
 
Cynthia.  He soon found out that great sex is no substitute for love.  Many nights  
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he found himself wondering whether this was all there was to life.  Boredom led  
him to stray.  He had no father to teach him how to be in a relationship.  The guilt  
 
was almost unbearable the first time he was unfaithful. He felt the need to confess  
 
his wrongdoing to his new bride.  He picked out some long stemmed glasses for  
 
the wine, cooked dinner and dressed up.  When Cynthia arrived, he met her at  
 
the door with her favorite slippers.  He kissed her tenderly and escorted her in.    
 
“What‟s going on Michael?”    
 
“I love you, Cynthia.”   
 
“What did you do?”   
 
“Baby, I love you.”   
 
“I‟d better sit down.”   
 
“I made dinner.”   
 
He eased off her shoes and placed the slippers on her feet, all the while  
 
kissing and caressing her.  He led her to the candlelit bubble bath.  They slowly  
 
unclothed each other and slipped into the bath.  He lovingly washed her back, her  
 
breasts, her gentle center, and her feet.  Suddenly he felt the desire to taste her.   
 
She exploded in fits of ecstasy. 
 
“Baby, I‟m sorry.”   
 
“For what?”   
 
“I messed up.”   
 
“What do you mean, Michael?”   
 
“I did not mean for it to happen, tears streaming down his face.  My boss  
 
came on   to me, and before you know it we were”…..   
 
“You were fucking her?”   
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“You don‟t have to say it like that.”   
 
“What do you expect me to say?  I‟m really hurt.  How could you?  You  
 
promised me that you would never stray.”   
 
“I am so sorry.  So, so sorry.  Please forgive me.”   
 
“I don‟t know if I will ever be able to trust you again, but I forgive you.  I  
 
have something I want to tell you too.”   
 
“What?”   
 
“I‟m sorry too.”   
 
“For what?”   
 
“I‟ve been meaning to tell you for a while, and it really has been eating  
 
me up inside.”   
 
You remember Jake, my old boyfriend?  Well, he was in town a couple  
 
of months ago.  I met him in the city for drinks.”   
 
“Why did you do that?”   
 
“I guess I wasn‟t thinking it would be a problem.  There was nothing  
 
between us so I didn‟t see the harm in having a drink and then leaving.  One thing  
 
led to another, and we sort of got involved.”   
 
“Did he touch you?  Did you let him make love to you?”   
 
“I would not exactly call it making love.  But, yes we were intimate.”   
 
“How many times?”   
 
“That does not matter. It was a mistake.  I knew that as soon as it  
 
happened.  After a few times, we stopped.  I have not seen him since.  It‟s been  
 
about two months now.  It meant nothing.”   
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“Why didn‟t you tell me this before?”   
 
“I didn‟t know how.”    
 
“So you let me make love to you knowing that another man was inside  
 
you?”   
 
“Baby, I‟m sorry, but you did the same thing.”   
 
“That only happened once, and I‟m telling you about it now.  I feel sick,  
 
and I don‟t know how to deal with this.”   
 
“Can we deal with it together, Michael?”   
 
“I have to really think about whether I can trust you again?  Things will  
 
never be the same between us.  I prepared dinner.”   
 
“I lost my appetite,” Michael said.   
 




“Goodnight.”       
      
********** 
 
 Angela remembered how hurt Michael appeared when he shared how he  
 
lost love and respect for Cynthia.  It seemed like he was still dealing with the  
 
pain.  But, he assured her that he was over her and had long moved on.  
 
Sometimes Angela could sense that he was distant in her presence.  She would  
 
have to call his name to get him back into the conversation.  He admitted that  
 
sometimes his mind wandered to things that happened in the past.  He also shared  
 
his fear of being hurt again.  He had tried to make it work with two other women.   
 
The fear of not being able to sustain lasting feelings hurried his departure from  
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those relationships.  But, he swore that he believed in what he and Angela  
 
had together and wanted to try to make a life with Angela. 
 
      
     ********** 
 
 “Angela, you said that you would marry me,” Michael said. 
 
 “Yes, Michael I will,” Angela said. 
 
 “I love you,” Michael said. 
 
 “I love you too,” Angela said. 
 
 “It won‟t be easy, but I am willing to give us everything in me to make it  
 
work,” Michael said. 
 
 “I am too,” Angela said. 
 
 “Michael, I have tried to fill the void in my life with men, love, work, and  
 
play, and I still feel empty at times, Angela said. 
 
“Angela, you will not believe it, but I feel the same way.  There is one  
 
place that we have to go to find the answer when we get back,” Michael said. 
 
 “I have come to accept that I will not have peace in my life until I return  
 
and make peace.  As soon as our plane lands, let‟s head there,” Angela said. 
 






“And we know that all things work together for good to them that love God, to them that are called according to His 
purpose.” Romans 8:28 
 
 
  
